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PUBLISHER'S  NOTICE. 


It  is  with,  sincere  pleasure  I  present  this  Yolume  to 
the  public,  believing  its  perusal  cannot  fail  of  proving 
eminently  interesting  and  instructive ;  while  as  an 
illustration  of  Divine  Providence  in  human  affairs,  it 
will  be  regarded  as  strikingly  peculiar  and  impressive. 
As  an  autobiography,  it  is  full  of  incident,  and  its  de- 
tails are  presented  in  a  simple  and  lucid  style,  which 
invests  the  nan^ative  with  great  attractive  interest. 
One  feature  which  characterizes  the  present  work,  and 
which  is  indeed  its  great  charm,  is  the  prevailing  ten- 
dency of  its  author  to  recognize  in  the  various  vicissi- 
tudes of  life,  the  indications  of  Divine  Providence. 
The  portraiture  of  a  man's  life  whose  aims  and  actions 
are  governed  by  Christian  principles,  while  it  presents  a 
noble  example  for  imitation,  enlists  the  sympathies, 
and  exerts  a  powerful  influence  on  the  heart  of  the 
reader.  It  is  true  there  is  little  of  heroism  in  the 
simple  narrative  of  the  Life  of  Mr.  Grant  Thorburn, 
but  there  is  much  of  moral  gi'eatness  evinced  in  his 
persevering  adherence  to  principle,  and  much  of  true 
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nobility  of  character  in  his  successful  triumphs  over 
adverse  circumstances.  The  political  prowess  of  the 
statesman,  and  the  military  renown  of  the  chieftain, 
sink  into  comparative  insignificance  when  once  com- 
pared with  the  simple  story  of  a  life  consecrated  to  the 
cause  of  truth.  The  life  of  such  a  man  is  a  benison  to 
his  race,  and  its  memorial 

Smells  sweet  and  blossoms  in  the  dust. 
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I  HAVE  thoiiglit  it  the  duty  of  every  member  of  tlie 
body  politic  to  do  all  in  his  power  to  promote  the  well- 
being  of  those  among  whom  he  lives,  moves,  and  has 
his  being ;  I  have  thought,  too,  it  is  the  duty  of  the 
elder  to  hand  down  to  the  younger  generation  the 
amount  of  their  experience,  that  thereby  they  may  see 
and  avoid  the  rocks  on  which  they  have  split.  I  also 
think  that  many  of  the  sober  realities  in  my  life  are 
so  checkered  with  the  appearance  of  romance  and  fic- 
tion, that  if  put  on  record  fifty  years  hence,  some  facts, 
which  now  speak  for  themselves,  might  then  appear 
like  fiction.  For  instance,  if  I  live  to  see  the  eight- 
eenth day  of  FebiTiary  next,  I  will  then  enter  on  my 
eightieth  year.  ISTow,  my  health  is  as  good,  my  per- 
sonal feelings  as  comfortable,  mind,  memory,  and  hear- 
ing as  clear  as  when  in  my  twenty-fifth  year ;  and  I 
verily  believe  I  can  walk  as  far  and  as  fast  as  at  any 
former  period  of  my  life.  K^ow,  if  any  doubt  this  fact, 
they  may  come  and  see  me.  Does  any  ask.  And  how 
do  you  live  ?  I  answer :  I  never  was  once  drunk  in 
my  life,  and  I  never  eat  over  enough — eating  too 
hearty  only  makes  work  for  the  doctor  and  the  grave- 
digger.  Besides,  as  I  have  di-ank  so  much  more  deep 
in  the  cup  of  pleasm-e  than  from  the  cup  of  pain,  I 
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think  it  is  a  debt  I  owe  to  the  Giver  of  all  Good  that 
the  world  should  know  it;  my  crosses  were  merely 
sufficient  to  give  a  double  relish  to  the  pleasm'es 
which  followed. 

As  so  many  extracts  and  mutilated  parts  of  my  his- 
tory (mixed  with  fiction)  have  appeared  in  Gait's  Lau- 
rie Todd,  in  magazines,  reviews,  and  criticisms,  I  think 
I  owe  it  to  the  public,  and  to  myself,  to  give  a  plain, 
unvarnished  statement  of  facts. 

My  long  and  checkered  life  is  summed  up  in  two 
or  three  sections.  I  have  made  two  fortunes  and  lost 
them  (and  that  is  more  than  most  men  can  boast  of), 
but  it  was  neither  by  speculation,  gambling,  laziness, 
nor  riotous  living  of  myself  or  children,  but  merely  by 
the  act  of  God  (as  the  Coroner  denominates  his  dead 
subject) ;  therefore,  it  never  lost  me  an  hour's  sleep. 
The  revolving  machinery  which  produced  these  results 
will  form  matter  for  a  dozen  chapters.  These  few 
remarks  may  suffice  as  a  preface,  or  an  introduction, 
or  call  it  what  you  please,  to  the  forthcoming  story. 
I  would  merely  remark,  in  conclusion,  I  am  now  in 
the  full  tide  of  successful  experiment  (as  friend  Jeffer- 
son said  of  our  model  republic  fifty  years  ago) ;  by 
the  good  wishes  of  kind  friends,  I  have  got  a  job  in 
Uncle  Sam's  workshop.  My  renovated  body  is  coin- 
detent  for  the  duties  of  my  office,  and,  thank  God,  I 
can  live  by  head  and  hand-work,  though  mow  nearly 
fourscore.  Much  rather  would  I  work  for  notlflng, 
and  find  myself,  than  be  paid  for  sitting  idle,  and  be 
fed  sumptuously  every  day. 

New  YoaK,  October  1st,  1851. 
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CHAPTER   I. 


^VTSEEE   AND   WHEN   I   WAS   BOEN. — EASLT   DCEESSIONS. — MOTHEE  3    DEATH, 

AND    MOTHEb's    grate. — THE    HEART-BUBN. — MT    FALL. — MOTHZR-WIT. 

GIPSET. — THE   duke's   PARTY. 

My  life  has  been  a  series  of  so  manv  strana-e  oc- 
ciirrences,  that  when  I  look  back  it  seems  as  if  I  had 
been  a  mere  machine,  without  any  will  of  mv  own. 
I  was  bom  in  Dalkeith,  near  Edinbnro-h,  on  the  eis^ht- 
eenth  day  of  February,  1773.  My  father  was  poor 
(some  are  cm-sed  with  rich  fathers) — honest  and  in- 
dustrious, and  by  trade  a  wrought-nail  maker.  He 
was  a  Tery  strict  Scotch  Presbyterian,  a  Covenanter, 
and,  like  his  neighbor  and  prototype,  Dayie,  the  father 
of  Jenny  Deans — a7i  honest  man  !  Our  cottage  stood 
within  two  miles  of  Davie  Deans'  farm,  and  within 
three  of  the  Laird  of  Dimibiedike's  mansion.  Those 
who  have  read  Scott's  novel,  "  The  Heart  of  Mid-Lo- 
thian," one  of  his  best  productionSj  will  understand 
what  I  mean. 

The  first  scene  impressed  on  my  memory  was  the 
death  of  my  mother.    I  was  two  years  and  six  months 
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oM  at  tlie  time ;  I  remember  nothing  of  her  caresses, 
countenance,  or  person.  I  remember  nothing  of  her 
fimeral ;  I  only  remember  I  saw  her  gentle  bosom 
Tieave  its  last  s'lgli.  Sixty-two  years  thereafter,  I  stood 
at  the  foot  of  her  undisturbed  grave^  in  the  lonely 
chm'ch-yard  of  a  solitary  glen  in  Scotland,  and  there 
I  communed  with  her  ransomed  spiiit  \  for  she  lived 
the  life  of  the  righteous,  and  her  latter  end  was  like 
his. 

I  was  neglected  and  ill-treated  by  my  father's  house- 
keeper, in  consequence  of  which  I  lost  the  use  of  my 
limbs,  and  not  having  exercise,  I  became  weak  and 
sickly ;  and  when  in  my  tenth  year  I  was  not  as  large 
as  most  children  are  at  five.  But  in  this,  as  in  all 
which  to  me  seemed  troubles  and  misfortunes  at  the 
time,  they  were  only  blessings  in  disguise.  For  in- 
stance, in  my  father-s  family  for  generations  past,  was 
an  hereditary  disease,  termed,  in  Scotland,  the  Tieart- 
hwn — a  sore  evil  under  the  sun.  I,  only,  of  all  the 
family,  never  felt  its  eflects.  I  have  thought  that  the 
extraordinary  cures  employed  to  keep  my  feeble  fi-ame 
and  soul  together  was  the  means  of  eradicating  the  dis- 
ease. I  also  think  it  gave  me,  as  it  were,  a  new  consti- 
tution; for,  dm'ing  the  fifty-six  years  I  have  lived  in 
New  York,  I  was  only  one  day  confined  to  my  house 
by  sickness.  In  this  period  the  yellow  fever  prevailed 
seventeen  summers,  and  the  cholera  three,  but  I  never 
left  the  city  yet.  IS'either  I,  my  wife,  nor  any  of  my 
chikben,  were  ever  visited  by  any  of  these  plagues. 
To  be  sure,  one  day  in  1798 — it  was  on  the  twenty-sec- 
ond of  September — Death  on  the  Pale  Horse  stood  for 
a  moment  and  stopped  j^az^^'/^^  in  fi'ont  of  my  door,  but, 
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seeing  the  mark  of  protection  on  the  door-posts  and  lin- 
tels, he  did  oiot  enter.  He  in  the  same  hour  entered 
(the  door  being  open)  the  second  honse  from  mine. 
Here  he  struck  his  dart  in  the  heart  of  Dr.  Dangly,  an. 
eminent  physician,  and,  that  night,  he  slept  with  his 
fathers. 

]^ow,  was  I  not  in  duty  bound  to  observe  the  Thanks- 
giving day  on  the  12th  of  December?  I  was ;  and  to 
keep  a  Thanksgiving  in  my  heart  all  the  days  of  my 
life. 

I  return  to  my  seventh  year.  Being  unable  to  walk, 
I  sat  on  a  low  bench  by  the  chimney-corner — a  small, 
insignificant  remnant  of  mortality :  here  I  saw  and 
learned  much  of  human  nature,  and  somewhat  of  Mo- 
ther- Wit — a  commodity  which  I  have  found  useful  on 
many  occasions.  My  elders  never  thought  that  the 
mind  grows  faster  in  the  dwarf  than  in  the  giant ;  and 
these  children  of  a  larger  growth  (thinking  I  had  lost 
my  eyes  and  my  ears  as  well  as  my  feet)  played  "  such 
fantastic  tricks  before  high  heaven  as  made  the  angels 
weep."  People  are  apt  to  forget  that  childi'en  can  see 
and  reason  before  they  can  speak.  Suffice  it  to  say, 
that  long  before  I  knew  my  A  B  C,  I  had  learned  the 
whole  mystery  of  ^'•nijrping  and  scarting^"^ — Scotch 
folVs  wooing.  (Anglais  :  pinching  and  scratching,  a 
Scotch  mode  of  courting.) 

In  my  eighth  year,  the  doctors  having  emptied  their 
boxes  of  pills  and  vials  of  elixirs  in  vain  attempts  to 
strengthen  my  feeble  frame,  a  Gipsey  one  day  entered 
our  dwelling,  requesting  something  to  eat  (a  request 
never  denied  by  even  the  poorest  in  Scotland).  She 
was  a  comely  matron,  with  a  Bible  in  her  arms,  and 
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niiglit  have  seen  thirty  summers.  Hayino;  eaten  her 
food  with  a  merry  heart,  and  when  about  to  depart,  my 
figure  drew  her  attention,  as  I  sat  by  the  fire.  She 
examined  my  palm,  predicting  good  luck,  and  advised 
my  father  to  have  me  transported  to  the  top  of  the  Eo- 
man  Camp — an  exceedingly  high  mountain  near  by, 
and  so  called  from  the  fact  that  Julius  Csesar  pitched 
his  tents  there.  I  was  lodged  in  a  thatched  cottas-e  on 
the  top  of  this  hill,  and  was  sent  out  every  evenino" 
after  sundown  to  gather  half  a  pint  of  small  sJiell 
snails^  which  abound  on  that  hill,  and  who  leave  their 
caverns  at  sunset  to  feast  on  the  dews  of  the  ni<rht. 
They  were  cleansed  with  water  from  the  spring,  and 
next  morning  boiled  with  three  pints  of  milk, //'^c<;-A  from 
the  cow ;  this,  witli  oatmeal  porridge,  was  my  food, 
morning,  noon,  and  night.     It  was  very  palatable. 

I  now  grew  (under  this  Gipsey's  prescription),  if  not 
in  stature,  in  health,  strength,  and  spirits,  and  what  I 
lost  in  height  I  gained  in  ambition.  The  taunts  of  the 
wee  hodie  fi*om  my  companions  at  play  or  at  school, 
fiired  my  soul  to  equal  or  surpass  the  oldest  and  tallest 
among  them,  and  in  this  I  generally  succeeded. 

I  remember  a  trifle  which  occurred  in  my  fourteenth 
year,  on  which  I  still  look  back  with  fear  and  trembling. 
On  that  day  the  eldest  son  of  the  Duke  of  Buccleu^h  had 
completed  his  twenty-first  year,  and  notice  was  given 
that  the  gates  would  be  opened  for  an  hour  to  admit 
the  inhabitants  of  the  village  (Dalkeith)  to  see  the  fun. 
I  was  detained,  and  just  as  I  arrived  the  gate  was  shut. 
I  thought  of  the  five  foolish  virgins ;  soon  a  dozen  more 
disappointed  ones  arrived  ;  we  were  all  in  the  same 
predicament.     A  council  was  held,  and  I  proposed  to 
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scale  the  walls — some  liundred  feet  from  the  gate — it 
being  the  most  accessible  point,  and  it  was  some  ten. 
feet  high,  with  a  stone  fence  plastered  outside,  and  as 
smooth  as  glass.  Arriving  at  the  spot,  tlie  hearts  of 
my  companions  failed  ;  none  would  take  the  dangerous 
leap.  (Most  of  tliem  were  ten  years  older,  and  some 
were  two  feet  taller.)  I  said  I  would  go  alone.  Two 
of  the  strongest  raised  me  on  the  shoulders  of  two  of 
the  tallest ;  I  clutched  the  top-stone,  and  drew  myself 
up.  I  now  bethought  me  of  the  dangers  which  beset 
my  path — spring-guns  and  man-traps  for  poachers, 
were  strewed  as  thick  as  leaves  in  autumn — to  advance 
might  be  death  ;  to  retreat  and  be  laughed  at,  I  thought 
(for  a  moment)  would  be  as  bad  ;  so  I  dropped  at  once, 
and  lit  on  a  mountain  of  dry  leaves  which  the  winter 
winds  had  blown  in  the  ditch,  inside  of  the  stone  dyke. 
Being  light,  I  bounced  up  like  a  cork,  and,  guided  by 
the  light  of  the  fire-works,  I  ran  through  trees,  spring- 
guns  and  man-traps,  reaching  the  goal  in  safety. 

Thank  God,  who,  despite  my  raad-folly ^  2:)reserved 
my  thoughtless  steps.  The  present  Duke  is  the  eldest 
son  of  him  who  that  day  came  of  age.  On  a  visit  to 
my  father  in  1834,  he  sent  me  a  note,  wishing  to  see 
me  at  the  palace  next  day,  at  eleven  o'clock,  A.  M. 
The  Duke,  Duchess,  and  myself,  spent  a  pleasant  horn' 
together,  reviewing  "TAe  dayn  o'  auld  lang  syneP 


16  LIFE   AND   WETTINGS   OF 


CHAPTER    II. 

OCEAN   VOYAGE. ARRIVAL     IX    NEW   YORK. — FIRST    NIGHT   ON    SHORE. — MT 

BIBLE. GOING    TO   WORK. 1    SEE   A   MAIDEN. 

"When  contemplating  a  voyage  across  the  Atlantic, 
the  thought  of  beino-  three  months  idle  was  a  terror  to 
my  mind.  However,  I  soon  found  employment  enough. 
Having  been  four  days  out,  and  got  over  the  sea-sick- 
ness, we  began  to  think  about  something  to  eat.  The 
captain,  with  the  list  of  steerage  passengers  in  his  hand, 
called  over  the  roll,  and  every  seventh  man  was  se- 
lected as  head  of  the  mess.  His  duties  were,  to  receive 
from  the  mate,  on  Monday  morning,  the  biscuit  for  the 
week,  and  divide  it  in  seven  equal  shares,  giving  to 
every  man  his  due  ;  and  to  receive  daily  from  the  cook 
the  boiled  beef  and  potatoes  for  dinner,  for  himself  and 
mess.  I  was  a  seventh  on  the  list,  and  thus  I  had 
something  to  do,  besides  assisting  the  cook  in  the  ca- 
boose and  the  steward  in  the  cabin,  by  which  I  lived 
sumptuously  every  day,  dining  on  roast  pig  and  fowls 
with  these  two  worthy  subordinates,  while  my  fellow- 
passengers  in  the  steerage  were  chewing  junk  beef  and 
hard  biscuit.     Thus  time  passed  pleasantly. 

On  the  IGth  of  June,  we  came  to  anchor  in  the  East 
River,  New  York  made  a  sorry  appearance  in  those 
days  :  the  stores  were  all  frame  buildings,  covered  with 
shingles,  one  only  excepted ;  it  was  owned  by  Gover- 
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nenr  and  Kimble,  and  was  built  of  brick.  The  city 
contained  about  sixty  thousand  inhabitants.  Three 
steeples  were  all  that  could  be  seen  from  the  water, 
viz.,  Old  Trinity,  the  Middle  Dutch  (now  the  Post- 
Office),  and  St.  George's  Chapel,  in  Beekman  street : 
St.  Paul's  was  just  being  erected,  that  summer.  They 
gave  him  a  new  outside  coat,  lately,  but  his  inner  man, 
or  heavy  timbers,  were  set  up  in  1794.  The  old  City 
Hotel  was  building  at  the  same  time,  and  was  the  first 
roof  covered  with  slates  in  America. 

My  first  night  on  shore  was  passed  at  'No.  8  Dutch 
street  (now  Colgate's  factory).  It  was  a  small  frame 
building,  with  a  miserable,  low-roofed  garret,  covered 
with  shingles.  It  was  a  hot  night  (17th  of  June),  the 
garret  was  alive  with  fleas,  flies,  bugs,  and  musquitoes, 
and  I  could  not  sleep.  Midnight  commenced  with  a 
tremendous  storm ;  the  thunder  rolled,  the  winds  blew, 
and  the  rain  beat  on  that  roof;  and  as  my  head  lay 
within  eighteen  inches  of  the  shingles,  and  it  was  the 
first  time  I  had  heard  rain  fall  on  a  shingle  roof,  I  knew 
not  what  it  meant.  Such  blazing  of  lightning,  such 
rattling  of  thunder,  as  I  had  never  heard  in  Scotland! 
I  thought  heaven  and  earth  were  contending,  and  I  lay 
there  in  great  bodily  fear,  and  wished  myself  at  home 
again. 

In  fifty  minutes  this  war  of  the  elements  had  ceased ; 
but  fear  had  driven  sleep  from  mine  eyes.  I  arose  at 
daylight,  sore  in  person  and  depressed  in  spirits,  with 
a  headache  to  crown  the  whole.  ISTot  liking  to  disturb 
the  family  at  an  hour  so  early,  and  to  pass  away  the 
time,  I  unpacked  my  box  of  books,  not  with  the  inten- 
tion of  reading,  but  to  see  their  condition,  and  give 
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them  the  air ;  for  they  had  been  thirteen  weeks  in  the 
hold  of  the  vessel,  and  I  opened  them  merely  to  see  if 
the  paper  was  mildewed  by  long  and  damp  confine- 
ment. I  happened  to  take  a  small  pocket  Bible  which 
had  been  placed  on  the  top  by  the  hand  of  my  pious 
father.  I  was  thinking  of  him  who  placed  this  best  of 
books  where  it  must  draw  my  first  attention,  when 
mine  eye  lit  on  the  words,  "  My  son."  I  fancied  my 
father  spoke.  I  read  on,  more  and  more  interested  by 
every  verse,  till  I  came  to  the  end.  On  looking  up, 
I  found  I  had  been  reading  the  third  chapter  of  ^Prov- 
erbs. 

-  Now,  reader,  take  up  your  Bible,  and  imagine  your- 
self in  my  situation,  a  boy  of  twenty,  yet  a  child  in 
appearance,  and,  as  regards  men  and  manners,  a  babe ; 
for  never,  till  our  ship  weighed  anchor,  had  I  been 
twenty  miles  from  the  cottage  of  my  birth,  without  a 
friend  to  counsel  or  direct,  and  here  I  was,  with  funds 
reduced  to  three  English  coppers ;  but  happily,  I  was 
engaged  to  work.  I  j)i'esiinie  you  have  read  the  chap- 
ter. I  know  not  what  you  think,  but  I  thought,  had  a 
scroll,  written  within  and  without,  been  blown  from 
the  clouds,  through  the  open  garret  bedroom,  contain- 
ing the  words  of  that  chapter,  I  could  not  more  have 
looked  on  it  as  an  immediate  message  from  heaven. 
Be  this  as  it  may,  it  revived  my  sinking  soul,  drove 
pain  from  my  bones,  and  the  aching  from  my  head. 
I  grasped  my  hammer  and  went  forth  with  a  light 
heart  to  commence  a  new  career,  resolving  to  take  the 
Bible  for  my  pilot,  and  this  chapter  for  my  chart. 
My  hand  now  rests  on  this  self-same  little  Bible  from 
whence  I  read  this  my  first  chapiter  in  America.     On 
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the  second  day  after  landing,  I  went  to  work.  Blow 
ing  up  the  fire  with  the  bellows,  and  hammering  red- 
hot  iron,  during  that  hot  weather,  I  thought  was  more 
than  flesh  and  blood  could  endure.  I  therefore  resolved 
that,  as  soon  as  I  could  save  money  enough  to  pay  my 
passage,  I  would  return  to  Scotland.  You  will  see,  in 
the  sequel,  that  the  plan  I  was  following  to  take  me 
out  of  the  country  was  the  means  which  Providence 
employed  to  keep  me  in  it. 

One  morning,  about  four  o'clock  (as  I  was  paid  by 
the  hour,  I  rose  thus  early  that  I  might  the  sooner  earn 
my  passage-money),  while  crossing  Broadway  at  a  quick 
pace,  on  my  way  to  the  workshoj),  I  j)erceived  a  young 
woman  coming  along  in  the  0]3posite  direction.  "We 
met  at  the  corner  of  Liberty-street  and  Broadway. 
She  tm-ned  the  corner,  and  pursued  her  course  towards 
the  Battery.  I  stood  looking  after  her  a  few  minutes, 
and  wondering  in  my  heart  what  should  occasion  a 
young  woman  so  well  dressed  to  be  abroad  so  early. 

At  this  period  the  dress  of  a  young  woman  consisted 
of  a  long,  flowing  robe,  drawn  together  and  tied  around 
the  neck  with  a  silk  cord,  and  also  around  the  waist 
with  a  ribbon,  terminating  in  a  long  trail,  or  train, 
such  as  you  have  seen  in  paintings  of  the  Goddess  of 
Liberty.  I  thought  then,  and  I  think  so  now,  that  that 
costume  was  more  becoming  the  female  form  than  any 
other  fashion  for  the  last  fifty  years.  On  a  tall,  slen- 
der person,  it  looked  elegant.  Li  those  days  there 
were  no  straight  jackets  of  whalebone,  buckram,  steel 
springs  and  hickory  splinters,  to  distort,  torment,  and 
deform  their  handsome  persons. 

My  early  favorite  was  tall,  as  straight  as  au  arrow, 
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and  walked  witli  a  slow  and  measured  step,  like  a 
sentry  before  the  tent  of  his  general ;  her  hair  was 
flaxen,  her  countenance  pale,  sedate,  and  thoughtful ; 
on  her  cheek  was  a  faint  blush.  In  short,  I  thought 
she  was  the  most  perfect  specimen  of  female  grandem- 1 
had  ever  beheld.  We  met  on  the  same  spot,  and  at 
the  same  early  hour,  three  mornings  in  succession — 
she  turning  her  steady  steps  towards  the  Battery,  and  I 
gazing  after  her,  wondering  what  could  arouse  the 
gentle  maiden  so  early.  I  shortly  after  met  her  in  com- 
pany. 
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CHAPTER   III. 

AN   EMBARGO. — MORE   ABOUT   THE  MAIDEN.-— A  FUNERAL  LEADING  TOWARDS  A 
WEDDING. — NEW  BOARDING-PLACE. 1  TURN  TEACHER. — NICE  SCHOLAR. 

I  EEMAEKED,  that  the  means  I  was  pursuing — viz., 
rising  early — to  earn  money  to  take  me  out  of  the 
country,  were  the  means  which  Providence  emj^loyed 
to  keep  me  in  it.      Had  I  not  risen  at  halfpast  three 
A.  M.,  I  would  not  have  met  the  young  woman  in  Broad- 
way at  four.      She  laid  an  embargo   on  me,  which 
has  not  been  removed,  though  fifty-six  summers  are 
past,  and  fifty-six  harvests  are  ended,  since  her  person 
first  met  my  admiring  eyes.     Seeing  her  aj)proach  on 
the  second  morning,  at  the  same  minute,  I  thought  it 
was  like  witchcraft.     On  the  third  morning  I  looked 
for  her,  and  behold  she  was  there.     She  had  yet  a 
hundred  feet  to  tread  before  turning  the  corner.     I 
quickened  my  pace,  and,  on  passing,  gave  her  as  sharp 
a   look   as    I   could,  without  infringing   on   common 
decency.     I  read  care,  delicate  health,  and  a  tinge  of 
melancholy  in  her  meek  eyes.     Retracing  my  steps,  I 
took  my  stand  at  the  corner.     As  I  watched  her  figure 
receding  from  my  view,  I  communed  with  my  heart  as 
follows :    "  Poor  girl !    something  wrong  disturbs  thy 
sweet  repose,  and  sends  thee  forth  to  sweep  the  morn- 
ing dew.     I  wish  I  were  a  brother,  or  a  cousin^  that  I 
might  know  and  share  thy  trouble.     From  thy  coun- 
tenance it  is  evident  thy  health  is  delicate ;  and  from 
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thy  dress,  I  presume  thou  must  be  one  of  those  sewing- 
girls,  with  no  home,  about  whom  I  hear  the  young 
men  converse ;  and,  no  doubt,  thou  art  going  to  walk 
an  hour  on  the  Battery  for  the  benefit  of  thy  health, 
before  commencing  the  labors  of  the  day."  Some 
months  thereafter,  when  we  met  on  speaking  terms,  I 
found  every  word  of  my  conjectures  true  to  the  letter. 
I  missed  her  on  the  fourth  morning.  She  appeared  on 
the  fifth.  So  we  met  and  passed  alternately  for  a 
month. 

One  afternoon,  about  this  period,  I  saw  a  hearse  iu 
fi-ont  of  the  house  next  to  my  workshop.  'Not  having 
seen  a  funeral  in  this  country,  I  stopped  to  see  how  it 
was  conducted.  In  a  few  minutes  the  cofiin  was 
brought  forth,  followed  by  a  comely  matron,  who  might 
have  seen  forty  summers ;  behind  her  stood  this  self- 
same flaxen-haired  maiden  whom  I  had  met  so  often  in 
Broadway.  I  gave  a  start  at  the  sight  of  her  coun- 
tenance, for,  by  her  sable  robe  and  falling  tears,  I  saw 
she  was  deeply  interested  in  that  funeral,  and  there- 
fore an  inmate  of  that  house.  But  how  it  came  to 
pass  that  I  had  never  seen  her  going  out  nor  coming 
in,  was  a  mystery  too  deep  for  my  comprehension,  for 
I  had  been  at  work  three  months  in  the  house  adjoining. 

"  Whose  funeral  is  it?"  I  asked  of  a  neighbor. 

"  It  is  the  husband  of  that  matron,  and  the  father  of 
that  young  woman." 

"  What  sort  of  people  are  they  ?"  I  inquired. 

"  Poor,  but  respectable,"  says  he.  "  The  father  has 
been  long  sick  from  the  effects  of  exposure  in  the  camp 
with  Washington,  and  their  chief  support  for  twelve 
months  past  has  been  the  poor  daughter,  who  sews  for 


GEA^T   THOEErEN.  23 


families,  for  which  she  receives  thirty-one  cents  per 
day."     A  hard  lot,  thinks  I. 

Some  two  weeks  after  this  period,  the  people  with 
whom  my  brother  and  mvself  boarded  were  removino^ 
to  the  coimtry,  and  we  found  some  difficulty  in  pro- 
eming  board  to  our  liking.  Our  landlady  was  to  re- 
move at  ten  o'clock  on  Saturday  mornino:,  and  at  four 
o'clock  on  Friday  afternoon  I  knew  not  where  I  mic^ht 
pillow  my  head  on  Saturday  night.  ^Wliile  my  hand 
was  on  the  anvil,  mv  thouofhts  were  traversincj  the 
dwellinofs  in  our  neio^hborhood,  viewins^  them  in  rota- 
tion.  The  late  funeral  stood  prominent.  Says  I  to 
myself,  "  Here,  next  door,  dwell  the  new-made  widow 
and  her  daughter.  Fame  says  they  are  respectable, 
though  poor.  Poor  folks  must  shitl  for  a  living :  per- 
haps the  widow  will  board  my  brother  and  myself,  to 
help  pay  house-rent,  etc.  The  daughter  is  of  age  ;  the 
father  is  just  gone  ;  one  pillow  may  seiwe  for  mother 
and  daughter ;  so  a  couch  will  remain  whereon  we  may 
stretch  oui*  wearv  limbs." 

While  thus  ruminating,  James  Powell  stepped  into 
om'  shop.  His  family  occupied  the  basement,  and  the 
widow  and  dauo-hter  the  attic.  I  told  him  my  sur- 
mises  about  the  widow,  and  asked  him  if  he  thouo'ht 
she  would  board  us.  Fie  said  he  would  mention  it  to 
her  that  nio;ht,  and  inform  us  the  next  momins^.  I 
told  him  to  say  that  we  would  pay  five  dollars  per 
week,  and  split  wood  and  bring  water  for  her.  He 
returned  with  a  favorable  answer,  and  the  next  day  we 
dined  with  the  mother,  and  took  tea  with  the  daughter 
in  the  evening. 

After  tea   her   mother  went   to   meeting,  and  my 
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brother  to  see  a  friend.  I  was  unwilling  to  leave  the 
daughter  alone.  While  clearing  the  tea-table,  in  the 
act  of  wiping  the  outside  of  a  platter,  a  sigh,  from  the 
depths  of  the  soul,  escaped  through  her  lips. 

"  What  means  that  sigh,  Rebecca?"  I  asked. 

"  I  sigh,"  she  replied,  "  when  I  think  of  mj  igno- 
rance. I  was  born  on  the  day  Lord  Howe  entered 
JSTew  York.  My  parents  followed  "Washington.  We 
were  seven  years  in  camp.  I  never  was  baptized,  nor 
do  I  know  my  letters." 

Says  I,  "  Rebecca,  I'll  teach  you  to  read." 

"  Agreed !"  she  replied. 

She  was  anxious  to  learn,  and  I  was  anxious  that  she 
should  do  so  ;  no  wonder,  therefore,  that  she  pro- 
gressed wonderfully.     But  I  must  here  digress  a  little. 

Fifty-six  years  ago,  when  I  crossed  the  Atlantic,  after 
fourteen  weeks  constant  sailing,  during  many  days  of 
which  time  we  made  twelve  knots  an  hour,  I  verily  be- 
lieve we  almost  circumnavigated  the  globe.  Be  this  as 
it  may,  we  got  among  the  whales  in  Greenland.  Some 
score  of  our  passengers  had  their  feet  frostbitten — I 
being  one  of  the  unfortunate  number,  so  that  I  was 
obliged  to  land  in  'New  York  in  bare  soles — being  un- 
able to  wear  shoes  on  my  sore  and  wounded  feet. 

On  the  Sabbath,  wishing  to  attend  a  house  of  prayer, 
I  followed  an  apparently  church-going  multitude,  and 
with  them  entered  that  venerable  pile,  the  old  Metho- 
dist Chapel  in  John  street,  the  first  place  of  public 
worship  erected  by  the  Methodists  in  America.  See- 
ing a  young  woman  enter  a  pew,  the  second  from  the 
door,  I  sat  down  by  the  side  of  her.  Her  head  was 
reclined  on  the  book-board,  and  she  was  apj)arently 
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sending  her  aspirations  to  Him  who  "  heareth  the  crj 
of  the  humble."  Her  devout  posture  made  me  anxious 
to  catch  a  glimpse  of  her  face ;  but  ere  she  raised  her 
head,  the  sexton,  tapping  me  on  the  shoulder,  whis- 
pered, "  You're  in  the  wrong  box,  sir."  "  It's  not  the 
first  time,"  said  I;  "but  be  good  enough  to  show  me 
the  right  one."  He  then  gave  me  a  seat  among  the 
gentlemen,  where  I  found  I  had  committed  a  blunder 
in  sittino;  anions^  the  ladies ;  but  it  was  a  natural  in- 
stinct,  perhaps.  Fifty-six  years  ago,  the  Methodists 
held  this  regulation  as  a  matter  of  conscience :  now, 
they  are  not  so  shy  of  the  ladies — nor  need  they  be ; 
for  I  verily  believe,  that  when  the  roll  of  the  blessed  is 
called  in  heaven,  seven  women  will  muster  there  to  one 
man. 

But,  to  what  tends  this  long  digression  ?  you  may 
ask.  Simply  to  this — that  among  those  ladies,  where, 
in  my  ignorance,  I  intruded  my  small  carcass,  sat  this 
same  pale-faced  maiden  to  whom  I  had  the  pleasant 
task  of  teaching  her  ABC.  Oft  since  that  day,  in  my 
waking  dreams,  have  I  indulged  the  thought  that  it  was 
she  by  whose  side  I  sat  when  I  first  entered  the  house 
of  prayer  in  America.  Certain  it  is,  we  both  sang  the 
same  hymn  of  praise,  and  knelt  at  the  same  altar  ;  for 
when,  six  months  thereafter,  we  met  on  speaking  terms, 
we  both  remembered  the  name  of  the  preacher,  the 
number  of  the  hymn,  and  the  text.  Xow,  I  know  not 
whether  it  was  galvanism.  Mesmerism,  or  magnetic 
sympathy ;  but  of  this  I  feel  confident — that  my  guar- 
dian angel  led  me  in  a  way  I  knew  not,  and  by  paths 
I  had  not  trod,  till  he  brouo'ht  me  under  her  humble 
roof,  and  into  the  chamber  of  those  who  had  nursed  her. 
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But  to  return  to  our  sj^elling-book — a  pleasant,  but 
dangerous  experiment.  Sometimes,  while  bending  over 
the  task,  our  beads  almost  in  contact,  sbe  would  lift 
ner  gentle,  dove-like  eyes  to  mine,  and  ask  a  question 
which,  from  its  simplicity,  might  have  come  from  lips 
of  five  years'  growth ;  but  the  look  was  too  much  for 
my  equanimity. 
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CHAPTER    lY, 

GOING     TO    CHURCH. B.\PTISM    OF    REBECCA. — THE    DECLARATIOX. MORXIXG 

WALK. ALL  BUT. A  RIVAL  IX  THE  "WAY. THAT  SIGH. THE  FIRST  KISS.- — 

MEETING   THE     RITAL. RICHES    AGAINST    LOVE. LOVE   WIXS   THE   FAIR. 

SHOOTING    OR    DROWNING. 

I  OFTKN"  accompanied,  her  to  the  chapel ;  and,  when 
asked,  she  would  go  with  me  to  the  Scotch  kirk  in  Ce- 
dar street,  of  which  Dr.  J.  M.  Mason  was  j^astor.  He 
was  the  most  eloquent  public  speaker,  at  that  time,  in 
America,  and  inj  pupil  having  frequently  accompanied 
me  to  his  church,  became  a  constant  attendant,  and 
finally  resolved  to  join  the  church.  ISTot  having  been 
baptized,  it  was  necessary,  before  joining  in  the  com- 
munion, that  she  should  submit  to  that  initiatory  rite. 
On  the  Friday  night  prior  to  the  communion  Sabbath, 
therefore,  after  the  preparatory  lectm*e,  she  was  bap- 
tized.    Tliat  scene  decided  my  fate. 

I  felt  anxious  to  observe  her  conduct  on  that  solemn 
occasion ;  and,  in  order  that  I  might  note  her  every 
movement,  I  entered  the  pew  nearest  the  pulpit,  on  the 
right  hand  of  the  minister.  I  watched  her  coming  at 
every  opening  of  the  church  door ;  and  at  length  she 
entered.  She  was  di'essed  in  half-mouniing — her  frock 
of  the  purest  white ;  a  black  beaver  hat  (the  fashion  at 
that  time) ;  her  neck  encircled  with  a  necklace  of 
black  ;  her  waist  was  bound  with  a  black  ribbon ;  and, 
'the  niglit  being  wet,  the  train  of  her  garment  was  hang- 


28  LIFE   AND   WETTINGS   OF 


ing  on  her  arm.  "With  a  measured  step  she  walked  up 
the  middle  aisle,  and  sat  down  in  the  fourth  pew  from 
the  pulpit.  The  thought  that,  in  one  hour,  the  eyes  of 
the  whole  congregation  would  be  fixed  on  her  alone, 
had  brought  a  faint  blush  to  her  cheek  ;  and,  altogether, 
I  thought  she  had  never  looked  so  beautiful. 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  lecture,  the  preacher  said, 
in  a  loud  voice,  "  Let  the  person  who  is  to  be  baptized 
present  herself."  She  rose  from  her  seat,  and  stood 
before  the  altar ;  the  forty  burners  of  the  brazen  candle- 
stick suspended  over  her  head  (no  gas  in  those  days) 
threw  a  halo  of  light  around  her  person,  and  one  might 
almost  have  imagined  her  to  be  an  immortal  from  the 
spheres,  too  refined  to  breathe  our  earthly  air.  While 
the  eyes  of  a  thousand  witnesses  were  upon  her,  and 
the  minister  binding  the  vows  about  her  heart,  she 
made  the  responses  with  the  same  sedate,  collected,  and 
aj^propriate  deportment,  as  if  none  but  the  eye  of  Om- 
nipotence was  upon  her. 

While  the  minister  was  descending  the  stairs  from 
the  pulpit  (at  that  time  fifteen  steps  from  the  floor), 
she  was  untying  the  ribbon  that  fastened  her  bonnet. 
There  she  stood,  her  hat  in  one  hand,  and  a  white  mus- 
lin handkerchief  in  the  other,  and  her  neatly  arranged 
locks  exposed  to  full  view.  '  As  the  minister  dipped  his 
fingers  in  the  silver  vessel  of  the  sanctuary,  she  closed 
her  eyes,  and  turned  her  face  to  heaven,  while  the  water 
streamed  from  her  brow,  and  over  her  blushing  cheeks. 
Her  face,  to  me,  shone  as  the  face  of  an  angel,  and  I 
vowed  in  my  heart  that,  if  Heaven  so  willed,  nothing 
but  death  should  part  us. 

We  walked  together  on  our  way  home  (a  short  dis- 
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tance),  her  thouglits  so  occupied  by  the  scene  just  past, 
that  she  spoke  not ;  and  mine  so  filled  with  her  image, 
that  mj  tongue  clave  to  the  roof  of  my  mouth.  We 
entered  our  humble  dwelling ;  a  candle  was  bm-ning  on 
a  small  pine  table,  and  a  looking-glass,  twelve  by  six- 
teen, suspended  on  the  wall.  She  laid  her  hat  on  the 
table,  and  stood  before  the  glass,  arranging  her  head- 
gear. 

Either  by  accident  or  design,  I  stood  a  few  feet  be- 
hind, and,  looking  over  her  shoulders,  feasted  my  eyes 
on  her  lovely  countenance.  She  read  my  soul  in  that 
over-sJioiilder  loo'k^  and,  suspending  operations,  turned 
round. 

At  this  moment,  the  extreme  point  of  her  long  hair 
was  twisted  among  the  slender  fingers  of  the  right  hand, 
while  the  same  arm  was  extended  to  its  full  length, 
with  a  comb  in  the  left  hand,  stationary  on  the  head — 
a  more  interesting  posture  was  never  assumed  by  wo- 
man.    Without  changing  her  position,  she  remarked  : 

"  Grant,  under  God,  I  have  to  thank  you,  as  the  in- 
strument, for  what  I  am  this  night.  I  now  rank  among 
his  foEowers." 

I  stated  where  I  first  saw  her,  and  the  ways  and 
means  that  brought  me  under  the  roof  where  she  dwelt, 
and  added,  "Where  thou  dwellest,  I  will  dwell ;  where 
thou  lodgest,  I  will  lodge ;  thy  people  shall  be  my  peo- 
ple, and  thy  God  my  God ;  nothing  but  death  shall 
part  us,  if  it  so  wills  Heaven." 

While  I  spoke,  she  bent  forward  with  a  look  of  sur- 
prise, and  when  I  ceased,  she  turned  away  wdth  a  sigh. 
Ere  I  could  ask  what  it  meant,  the  door  was  opened, 
and  her  mother  entered.    I  had  no  opportunity  to  speak 
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with  lier  that  night,  but  the  sigh  still  sounded  in  my 
ears,  and  I  am  sure  I  would  have  slept  better  had  I 
never  heard  it.  Kext  morning,  I  asked  if  she  would 
walk  with  me  on  the  Battery  that  night. 

She  said,  "  I  will  go." 

New  York,  at  this  period  (1794),  was  like  a  village, 
compared  with  its  present  appearance.  You  could 
walk  from  the  City  Hotel  to  the  Battery,  at  nine 
o'clock  in  the  evening,  and  not  meet  a  passer-by. 

After  supper  we  walked  out  together ;  as  we  reached 
the  first  picket  in  the  Trinity  Church  fence,  I  said : 

"  Kebecca,  what  caused  that  sigh,  when  I  laid  bare 
my  heart  before  thee  last  night?" 

She  replied,  "  It  was  caused  by  the  thought  of  the 
pain  you  would  feel,  when  informed  that  I  am  courted, 
and  all  hut  engaged." 

^''All  hutP'^  Had  the  "engaged"  been  there  alone, 
without  the  "  all  but,"  it  would  have  been  a  knock- 
down argument ;  but  in  this  "all  but"  I  found  a  hook 
whereon  to  hang  my  hopes.  We  walked  on  for  a  min- 
ute without  speaking.  I  was  confounded.  I  had  now 
been  months  under  the  same  roof,  and  had  never  seen 
her  receive  the  least  attention  from  any  young  man. 
At  last  I  said  : 

"  Rebecca,  who  is  the  young  man  ?  I  never  saw  you 
in  company  with  him,  nor  does  he  visit  you  at  your 
mother's  house." 

She  replied,  "  I  sometimes  sew  for  a  week  in  one  - 
family,  and  he  waits  upon. me  home,  but  never  comes 
up  stairs  ;  his  name  is  Mr.  Casteel,  and  he  keeps  a  jew- 
elry store  on  the  corner  of  Liberty  street  and  Broad- 
way." 
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"  Does  your  mother  know  that  you  are  all  hut  en- 
gaged ?" 

''She  does." 

"  Does  she  approve  it  ?" 

"  She  does." 

Here  I  felt  like  giving  up  the  ghost.     I  said : 

"Rebecca,  Mr.  C.  is  a  rich  man,  and  owns  two 
houses  and  stores  in  Broadwav,  besides  a  well-filled 
store  of  jewels,  etc.   How  long  have  you  been  courted  f 

"  JN^early  two  years,"  she  replied. 

"And  why  are  you  not  married  ?" 

"  I  can't  tell,"  she  said. 

I  thought  it  would  be  easy  to  knock  the  bottom  from 
these  slow  and  easy  two-year  courtships,  and  I  resolved 
to  try.  We  now  stood  by  the  gate  of  Trinity  Church. 
Reflecting  for  a  moment,  I  again  broke  silence. 

"  Rebecca,  did  the  thought  of  giving  me  pain  cause 
you  to  sigh?" 

"It  did." 

Pity,  thought  I,  is  akin  to  love ;  so  I  raised  my  arm, 
she  bent  her  swan-like  neck,  and  on  that  spot  received 
my  first  kiss.  A  full-orbed  moon  and  the  eye  of  Om- 
nipotence alone  witnessed  that  kiss. 

On  the  following  evening,  while  taking  sweet  coun- 
sel together  on  the  Battery,  we  were  met  by  Mr.  Cas- 
teel.  He  must  have,  taken  the  alarm,  for  next  day  he 
waited  upon  the  mother  of  my  pupil,  and  said  : 

"  Mrs.  Sickles,  I  have  courted  your  daughter  nearly 
two  years,  with  your  consent  and  hers.  I  wish  to  get 
married  next  week.  Moreover,  if  you  will  help  me  in 
this,  on  the  day  of  our  marriage  I  will  give  you  a  bond 
for  three  hundred  dollars  per  annum,  to  be  paid  out  of 
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my  estate,  as  long  as  you  live.  1  will  give  your  daugh- 
ter any  house  in  Broadway  she  may  choose  to  live  in, 
and  servants  to  wait  on  her." 

The  old  lady  replied,  thanking  him  for  his  kind  in- 
tentions, but  added,  "  She  is  my  only  child.  Money 
will  never  tempt  me  to  influence  her  in  a  matter  of  that 
sort.  Make  your  offer  to  her :  if  she  accepts,  well ;  but 
if  she  prefers  Grant  and  poverty  to  you  and  riches,  I 
have  nothing  to  say." 

The  same  evening,  at  tea,  the  mother,  daughter,  my 
brother  and  myself  only  were  present.  The  mother 
was  a  sprightly  widow  of  forty-one,  and  knew  more 
about  the  amalgamation  of  hearts  than  either  the 
daughter  or  myself.  She  used  to  tease  the  daughter 
about  procuring  a  kissing-henck^  seeing  her  beau  lacked 
two  inches  to  complete  five  feet,  etc.  While  filling  the 
cups  and  platters,  she  related  (with  some  improvements, 
perhaps),  the  visit,  the  exordium,  and  the  ultimatum, 
of  Mr.  Casteel.  My  brother  laughed,  the  mother  smiled, 
the  daughter  blushed,  and  I  felt  like  a  fish  thrown  on 
shore.     After  gathering  my  scattered  senses,  I  said  : 

"  Kebecca,  I  can't  give  your  mother  three  hundred 
dollars  j)er  annum  from  my  estate,  seeing  I  have  only 
an  estate  of  sin  and  misery  to  boast  of;  I  can't  give 
you  a  house  in  Broadway ;  but,  provided  you  enter 
into  ^partnership  for  life  with  me,  I  will  find  a  nest  for 
you,  and  if  it  is  rather  small,  we'll  e'en  sit  the  closer 
together ;  I  can't  hire  servants,  but  I  will  wait  on  you 
myself;  you  shall  neither  hew  wood  nor  draw  water ; 
and  there  is  an  arm  that  shall  work  till  it  drops  from 
the  shoulder,  ere  you  shall  suffer  from  lack  of  any  com- 
fort which  money  can  command.     This,  with  the  heart 
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of  a  true  Scotchman,  who  never  loved  another,  is  all  I 
can  oifer  you." 

I  must  digress  a  little,  to  make  plain  the  narrative. 
I  was  born  and  reared  in  a  secluded  village.  Except 
at  the  kirk,  I  scarcely  ever  saw  a  yoimg  woman.  In 
my  twenty-first  year,  when  I  left  Scotland,  I  would 
have  been  as  much  ashamed  to  be  seen  walking  with  a 
girl  of  my  own  age,  as  if  I  had  been  detected  in  steal- 
ing a  sheep.  Rebecca  was  the  only  young  woman  with 
w^hom  I  had  spent  ten  minutes  in  private.  This  gave 
a  zest  to  her  company  and  conversation  few  can  ap- 
preciate. 

Mr.  Casteel  was  a  rich  merchant.  At  that  time  there 
were  not  six  men  in  !New  York  of  equal  wealth.  He 
was  a  bachelor  of  thirty,  and  in  personal  appearance 
fifty  per  cent,  my  superior.  Kebecca  was  nineteen, 
and  I  in  my  twenty-second.  "VYhat  was  I,  a  stranger, 
forging  nails  at  one  dollar  per  day,  that  I  should  con- 
tend for  the  hand  of  her  who  was  sought  for  by  the  man 
of  seventy  thousand?  With  me  it  mattered  not;  it 
was  a  contest  for  life.  Had  he  been  emj)eror  of  all  the 
R.ussias,  I  could  not  have  given  her  up  without  a  strug- 
gle. I  thought  I  must  die,  should  I  see  her  the  wife  of 
another.  Certain  it  is,  I  could  not  have  remained  in 
New  York.  And  now,  having  saved  money  enough  to 
pay  my  passage,  I  resolved  to  do  my  best ;  but,  if  she 
became  the  wife  of  another,  on  that  day  I  would  sail 
for  Scotland,  there  to  murmur  my  regrets  in  my  native 
air. 

ISText  day,  Mr.  C.  made  a  tender  of  himself,  his  purse, 
person,  and  property,  to  ray  pupil.  She  had  not  made 
V{p  Tier  mind.     The  offer  was  frequently  repeated,  but 
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with  no  better  success.  Had  he  done  this  twelve 
months  before,  the  prize  would  have  been  his  own. 
]^ow,  fearing  that  his  day  of  grace  had  passed,  he  be- 
came partially  deranged.  I  couldn't  help  that.  As  an 
instance  of  his  madness,  he  once  threatened  to  shoot 
himself  or  me.  I  can't  say  that  I  had  any  very  par- 
ticular objection  to  his  shooting  himself,  but  I  must 
confess  that  I  had  no  wish  for  him  to  shoot  me.  He 
declared  he  could  not  live,  except  she  became  his  wife. 
I  thought  I  could  not  live  excejDt  she  became  my  wife. 
Here  was  a  dilemma,  I  considered  the  matter  as 
coolly  as  the  nature  of  the  subject  would  admit,  and 
finally  came  to  the  conclusion  that  it  was  more  reason- 
able, more  equitable,  and  more  in  accordance  with  the 
spirit  of  the  times,  for  him  to  shoot  himself,  than  that  I 
should  drown  myself. 
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CHAPTER    V. 

BIRDS    "WITHOUT    A    KEST. A    BACHELOR    CONVERTED. THE    DISAPPOINTED. 

MY     REBECCA     BECOMES     MY     "WIFE. A     QUIET     WEDDIXG. — HOUSEKEEPING 

BEGUN. 

My  objections  to  being  drowned  were  somewhat 
strengthened  on  the  following  night,  as  Rebecca  and 
myself,  in  committee  of  the  whole,  resolved  to  get 
married  at  once.  We  had  no  nest,  to  be  sure ;  neither 
have  the  little  birds.  They  select  a  branch,  on  which 
they  sit  and  twitter  their  tales  of  love  through  the  silent 
watches  of  the  night.  At  the  rising  of  the  sun,  the 
male  comes  laden  with  sticks  and  straws,  which  he 
lays  at  the  feet  of  his  mistress.  Of  these  she  con- 
structs the  nest  wherein  to  nurse  her  young. 

Here,  then,  is  the  rock  whereon  thousands  of  un- 
happy bachelors  founder  and  are  lost.  They  are  ever 
placing  the  cart  before  the  horse,  and  are  always 
holding  on  by  the  wrong  end  of  the  string.  A  few 
days  ago  I  encountered  one  of  that  unfortunate  class. 
In  all  other  respects^  he  is  an  excellent  member  of  the 
Church  and  of  the  State.  It  is  years  since  last  we 
met.     I  asked,  "Are  you  married?" 

"No,"  says  he;  "but  I  expect  to  be,  before  the 
year  is  out." 

"How  old  are  you?" 

"  Forty-six." 

Said  I,  "Man,  my  second  crop  said  *  Grandfather* 
before  I  was  fifty." 
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"Ah,"  says  lie,  "furniture  was  cheap  in  your  young 
days." 

I  rej^lied,  "Furniture  has  nothing  to  do  with  the 
choice  of  a  wife.  Go  and  catch  the  bird  first,  and 
you  will  soon  find  a  nest  to  roost  in." 

He  took  my  advice,  and  soon  after  was  enjoying 
the  happiness  of  a  wedded  life. 

Having  dio-ressed  inadvertently,  I  now  return  to 
my  narrative.  Mr.  Casteel,  in  the  derangement  of 
his  ideas,  consulted  Mr.  (afterwards  Chancellor)  Kent 
and  Doctor  Pilemore,  at  that  time  a  popular  preacher 
in  the  Episcopal  Church  in  Ann  street.  From  their 
firesides,  the  report  spread  through  the  city  (then 
nearly  bounded  by  the  Park).  A  poor  seamstress 
had  refused  the  hand  of  a  rich  merchant,  and  was 
going  to  wed  a  poor  nail-maker.  The  excitement 
was  equal  to  that  in  Strasburg,  on  the  Phine,  when 
the  man  with  the  long  nose  rode  through  the  city. 
Some  said  it  was  a  paper  nose ;  some  said  it  was  a 
wooden  nose  ;  and  still  the  wonder  grew.  Some  cried 
one  thing,  and  some  another ;  but  the  greater  part 
said  it  was  right;  that  we  ought  to  come  together. 
I  thought  so,  too.  ISTew  York,  at  that  period,  num- 
bered but  about  fifty  or  sixty  thousand  inhabitants. 
Consequently,  almost  every  one  knew  his  neighbor. 
My  pupil  was  almost  a  prisoner  in  her  mother's  house. 
At  the  church,  in  the  market,  in  the  highways  and 
by-ways,  she  was  the  observed  of  all  observers.  I 
also  came  in  for  a  share  of  the  notoriety.  We  post- 
poned our  marriage  from  day  to  day,  hoping  Mr.  C. 
would  become  reconciled,  and  the  nine  days'  wonder 
cease.    Finding  no  lull  in  tlie  squall,  my  pupil  took 
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counsel  of  Mrs.  Lindsej,  the  wife  of  George,  a  worthy 
Scotchman,  a  master  stone-cutter,  and  an  elder  in  our 
kirk.  His  wife  was  an  American,  and  a  mother  in 
Israel.  Mrs.  Blake  was  also  taken  into  their  coun- 
sel. (Three  women  will  sooner  unravel  a  matrimonial 
puzzle  than  twenty  men.)  It  was  resolved  in  counsel 
that  we  should  be  married  on  the  folio wino^  nio-ht.  To 
this  arrangement  I  made  no  objection.  Doctor  Mason 
(father  of  the .  late  worthy  scion)  and  his  lady,  Mr. 
Lownds  (long  remembered  as  the  head  engineer  of 
the  City  Prison),  two  young  ladies,  two  young  men, 
Eebecca  and  her  mother,  were  invited  to  drink  tea; 
and,  as  there  would  be  no  fim  till  I  came,  1  also  was 
among  the  prophets. 

Supper  being  ended,  Mrs.  Lindsey  annoimced  a 
wedding !  This  was  news  to  all  but  the  parties  con- 
cerned. The  young  ones  looked  round,  somebody 
blushed,  and  I  felt  as  well  as  I  ever  did  in  all  my 
life.  In  two  minutes,  a  groom  and  bridesmaid  were 
selected  ;  in  five  more,  we  two  were  made  one,  ac- 
cording to  the  canons  of  the  Kirk  of  Scotland,  in  like 
case  made  and  provided ;  wine  and  cake  j^assed,  and 
nuts  and  jokes  were  cracked.  At  ten  the  assemblage 
broke  up,  when  Kebecca  and  I  accompanied  the  mother 
to  her  own  dwelling.  She  gave  us  her  blessing,  with  a 
dew-drop  on  her  cheek. 

"  Grant,"  says  she,  "  take  car^  of  my  jewel." 
"Mother,"  said  I,  "I   will  take   care   of  ray  own 

We  entered  our  own  room  in  peace.  In  this  room 
I  nourished  and  cherished  her  for  three  years  and  six 
months,  when  her  Father  called,  "  Come  up  hither." 
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He  gave  me  her  likeness,  howeverj  in  her  only  child, 
my  oldest  son. 

Here,  then,  you  will  say,  was  a  Scotch  Covenanter's 
wedding.  It  was  so,  and,  as  I  think,  it  is  the  best  way 
in  the  world  to  make  a  wedding.  Here  was  no  bois- 
terous laughter,  like  the  crackling  of  thorns  under  a 
pot,  and  which  maketh  the  heart  gad.  Our  hearts 
knew  their  own  happiness.  The  stranger  intermed- 
dled not  with  our  joys.  Here  we  sat  in  our  humble 
dwelling,  with  the  peace  which  the  world  can  neither 
give  nor  take  away. 

For  the  benefit  of  those  who  hesitate  to  consummate 
their  happiness,  because  furniture  is  dear,  I  will  give 
an  inventory  of  what  I  commenced  housekeeping 
with :  One  white-pine  table,  cost  fifty  cents ;  three 
rush-bottom  chairs,  cost  twenty-five  cents  each ;  three 
knives  and  forks ;  three  cups  and  saucers,  a  rag- 
carpet,  and  other  utensils  in  the  same  proportion. 
Though  ]3lain,  they  were  all  new.  Ten  dollars  closed 
the  concern.  The  old  lady  supplied  the  upholstery, 
gratis.  We  had  enough,  and  a  chair  to  spare ;  in 
fact,  we  often  had  two  chairs  to  sj)are,  for  it  not 
unfrequently  happened  that  one  chair  held  both  of 
us — and  there  was  no  harm  in  that.  Of  what  use 
are  your  four  dozen  of  chairs?  You  can  only  sit  on 
one  at  a  time,  and  the  rest  are  only  vanity  and  vexa- 
tion of  spirit.  You  gain  nothing  by  rising  from  one 
chair  and  sitting  down  on  another.  With,  my  three 
chairs  and  j)ine  table,  a  companion  who  had  spurned 
a  palace  to  sit  by  me  in  a  cottage,  I  was  content,  and 
would  not  have  exchanged  them  for  all  the  honors  of  a 
dukedom. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

THE   DISAPPOINTED    RIVAL    LOADS    HIS    PISTOLS. — PREFERS    MARRYING    THE 

FIRST    GIRL    HE    MEETS. — DOES    SO. DIES. HIS    WIDOW,    DAUGHTER,    AND 

MY    BOYS. NOT    TO    BE. 

Befoee  we  had  been  married  an  hour,  some  officious 
neighbor  informed  Mr.  Casteel  of  the  fact.  Mr.  C, 
being  a  bachelor,  boarded  out ;  but,  as  guardian  of  his 
valuable  stock  of  goods,  he  slept  in  a  room  adjoining 
his  store.  'Next  morning  at  eight  o'clock,  the  neigh- 
bors seeing  the  store  unopened,  and  knowing  the  state 
of  Mr.  C.'s  mind,  burst  open  the  door,  and  found  him 
loading  his  pistols.  The  men  in  the  neighborhood  met, 
and  agreed  to  watch  him,  two  at  a  time,  relieving  one 
another  every  two  hours.  In  this  they  continued  ten 
successive  days  and  nights ;  at  the  end  of  which  time 
he  settled  down  to  his  right  mind.  One  day,  after 
ruminating  three  whole  hours  without  speaking  (so 
one  of  his  watchers  told  me),  he  sprang  to  his  feet,  and 
swore  he  would  marry  the  first  girl  he  could  catch. 
Before  a  week,  he  married  a  girl  who  had  seen  thirty 
summers,  and  whom  he  had  never  known  till  the  day 
when  he  started  in  search  of  a  wife.  She  was  as  poor 
as  a  church  mouse,  and  as  ugly  as  a  stone  fence.  His 
temper  was  soured.  Hers  was  never  sweet.  Conse- 
quently, they  got  on  about  as  comfortably  as  two  cats 
tied  together  by  the  tails  and  thrown  across  a  clothes- 
line. He  died  about  five  years  after  marriage,  leaving 
her  with  a  son  and  daughter  to  count  the  siller. 


40  LIFE  AND   ■WRirrN'GS   OF 

'  ■  I  I  I  ■  ■  —^M^™ .      ■    ,     I  .III.  .1  „  ■  ,1  I   . .  ■     I  ■  ■ .   I     .  .^ ^M . .  .1  m      — n 

IN'ow,  friend  reader,  this  story  looks  so  much  like 
the  romance-books  of  the  j^resent  day,  that  some  may 
set  it  down  as  a  mere  fiction.  It  is  no  fiction,  but  a 
plain,  nn varnished  tale  of  truth.  My  manner  of  life,' 
from  my  youth  uj),  is  known  to  all  the  inhabitants  of 
New  York.  If  Mr.  Unbeliever  will  stake  a  thousand 
dollars  (to  pay  expenses),  I'll  cover  it,  and  prove  every 
item  by  one  hundred  witnesses  who  yet  live,  and  who 
saw  and  were  cognizant  of  the  facts.     A  Mr.  James 

A n,  a  respectable  millionaire,  dwelt  next  door  to 

Mr.  C.  The  sons  and  grandsons  of  Mr.  A.  yet  live  in 
this  city.  The  former  bore  witness,  and  also  the  latter, 
to  their  having  heard  their  grandsire  repeat  the  tale. 

Twenty-five  years  from  the  date  of  these  occurrences, 
a  well-dressed  lady,  who  probably  might  have  seen 
fifty-five  summers,  visited  me.  With  her  was  a  hand- 
some young  woman,  who  appeared  to  be  about  twenty- 
two  years  of  age.  At  that  time  I  kept  store  in  Liberty 
street,  in  a  large  building,  formerly  the  Friends'  Meet- 
ing-house. They  walked  up  into  the  gallery,  where  I 
kept  an  aviary  for  birds.  The  old  lady  soon  came 
down,  leaving  the  young  one  to  await  her  return,  and 
listen  to  the  singing  of  the  birds.  She  came  near 
where  I  stood,  and  asked, 

"  Do  you  know  me  ?" 

"  I  do  not." 

"  I  am  Mrs.  Casteel,"  said  she, "  and  the  young  woman 
in  the  gallery  is  my  daughter.  After  the  death  of  my 
husband  I  removed  to  the  country.  There  my  son 
died.  Our  property  has  increased  very  much  in  value 
since  Mr.  C.'s  death  ;  and  that  girl  is  heir,  at  my  death, 
to  the  whole.     I  have  not  a  relation  that  I  know  of  on. 
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the  face  of  the  earth.  I  came  into  this  world  without 
the  benefit  of  clergy ;  was  laid  at  the  rich  man's  door ; 
was  brought  up  in  the  almshouse,  and  bound  out  until 
I  was  of  age.  ]^ow,"  she  continued,  "  it  was  through 
you  that  I  became  possessed  of  this  property.  It  is 
my  wish,  if  Providence  so  orders,  that  one  of  your 
sons,  as  the  husband  of  my  daughter,  may  possess  this 
property  when  my  head  is  laid  in  the  grave." 

I  was  astonished.  At  this  moment  we  were  sitting 
within  twenty  feet  of  the  counter,  behind  which  my 
three  sons  were  waiting  on  customers. 

"  Are  these  your  three  sons  ?"  she  inquired.  "  They 
are  good-looking  yoimg  men.     How  old  are  they  ?" 

"Tlie  eldest  is  twenty -nine,  has  a  wife  and  three 
children  ;  the  next,  twenty-four  ;  the  other,  twenty-two 
— both,  very  much  against  my  wishes,  are  bachelors." 

"What  is  the  name  of  the  oldest  bachelor?"  in- 
quired Mrs.  Casteel. 

"  William,"  said  I. 

"  A  suitable  age  for  my  Mary,"  she  replied ;  "  for 
she  entered  her  twenty-third  year  only  last  week." 

Here,  then,  was  an  under-tow,  or  romance  of  love, 
from  a  quarter  I  never  dreamed  of  I  entered  fully 
into  the  old  lady's  plans,  and  liked  the  thing  very 
much,  resolving  to  gather  fun,  should  I  reap  nothing 
else  from  the  concern.     Mrs.  Casteel  continued : 

"  In  prosecution  of  this  plan  I  have  come  to  sj)end 
the  winter  in  town,  and  have  engaged  lodgings  over 
the  way.  Your  store  and  green-house  are  places  of 
public  resort ;  my  daughter  and  m3^self  will  visit  here 
daily,  and  should  an  attachment  spring  up  between 
the  young  ones,  my  wish  will  be  gratified." 
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I  cheerfully  seconded  the  motion;  but  remarked, 
that  her  daughter  and  my  sons  must  know  nothing  of 
the  matter. 

The  long  talk  with  the  mother,  and  the  long  stay  of 
the  daughter  in  the  gallery,  induced  my  sons  to  inquire 
who  they  were.  I  told  them.  "Xow,"  said  I,  "one 
of  you  make  a  prize  of  the  daughter ;  you  will  get  a 
handsome  wife,  and  a  hundred  thousand  dollars  to  buy 
pap-sj)oons  with." 

She  was  often  in  the  green-house.  I  always  sent 
one  of  my  sons  to  wait  upon  her,  and  often  gave  him  a 
hint  as  broad  as  a  Spanish  sombri.  They  all  said  she 
was  pretty — and  she  was  pretty ;  but  the  engine 
wouldn't  work.  That  marriage,  not  being  registered 
in  heaven,  never  could  be  consummated  on  earth.  In 
the  spi'ing,  the  old  lady  flew  away  with  her  young 
chicken  to  another  roost.  She  was  married  within  a 
twelvemonth,  I  hope  and  believe,  very  comfortably. 

ISTow,  my  young  bachelor  friends — you  who  are  halt- 
ing between  two  opinions — you  may  gather  instruction 
from  the  fate  of  Mr.  Casteel.  He  embittered  his  after- 
life by  procrastination.  He  could  have  been  married 
to  my  pupil  six  months  before  I  saw  America.  There 
is  nothing  to  be  gained  in  dangling  for  a  twelvemonth 
after  a  sensible  woman,  talking  unmeaning  stufl:' — • 
words  without  wisdom.  Tell  her  your  wish  like  a  maUy 
and  not  like  a  blubbering  school-boy.  She  will  never 
trifle  with  your  afiections  ;  and  if  there  are  three  grains 
of  common  sense  in  your  muckle  carcass,  she  will  be 
your  own  before  a  month  has  passed.  See  the  history 
of  Rebecca,  in  Genesis,  24th  chapter,  57th  verse : 
When  Abraham's  servant  had  concluded  the  prelimi^. 
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nary  contract  with  Mrs.  Laban,  on  the  part  of  her 
daughter,  to  become  the  wife  of  Isaac,  the  old  man  was 
anxious  to  get  home,  to  show  his  young  master  the 
honny  la^s  he  had  brought  him  ;  the  mother  wished 
him  to  remain  a  few  days  to  recruit  himself  and  his 
camels.  He  persisting,  it  was  finally  referred  to  the 
daughter.  "  "\Ye  will  call  the  damsel,  and  inquire  at 
her  mouth,"  said  the  mother.  When  Rebecca  ap- 
peared, her  mother  asked,  "  AYilt  thou  go  with  this 
man  ?"     Rebecca  replied,  "  I  will  go." 

There  was  a  noble  girl  for  you.  I^o  tear  starting 
from  her  black  eyes  ;  no  whining,  nor  simpering,  make- 
believe,  nor  mock-modesty ;  but  what  her  heart  wished 
her  lips  uttered.  Like  an  honest  maiden,  she  replied, 
"I  will  go."  ]^ow,  young  ladies,  go  thou  and  do  like- 
wise. When  the  man  whom  you  prefer  before  all 
others  in  the  world  says,  "Will  you  go  with  me?" 
answer,  "  I  will  go." 

By-the-bye,  ladies,  when  you  wish  to  read  a  true, 
simple,  and  unsophisticated  love-story,  just  read  over 
the  twenty-fourth  chapter  of  Genesis. 


4A  LIFE   AND   WEITINGS   OF 


CHAPTER  VII. 

OPENING   A    STORE. — REBECCA    SEWS    AND    I    SELL. — EVENINGS    AT    HOME. — 

TELLOW    FEVER. — MOTHER    OF    REBECCA    FLIES. OUR    FIRST-BORN. PALE 

HORSE. — SCENES  IN  THE  FEVER  SUMMER. DR.  DINGLEY. ROBERT  HOE. 

"We  will  now  return  to  our  own  fireside.  We  had 
been  twelve  n:ionths  married,  the  experience  of  every 
day  knitting  us  closer  and  closer  in  the  bonds  of  love. 
I  rented  a  small  store,  and  with  the  money  I  had  saved 
to  carry  me  home,  in  case  of  a  .certain  emergency,  I 
purchased  tape,  bobbins,  thimbles,  thread,  scissors,  and 
Oxbery's  needles.  Mr.  Oxbery  was  an  Englishman. 
I  think  he  kept  a  genuine  Whitechapel  needle-store, 
corner  of  Liberty  and  "William  streets ;  and  so  high 
were  the  needles  in  rejxite,  that  neither  lady,  miss,  nor 
waiting-maid  would  enter  a  stitch  (without  a  frown) 
unless  the  needles  came  from  Oxbery's.  Ask  your 
wife,  mother,  or  grandmother,  and  they  will  confirm 
the  fact.     Now  he  sleeps  with  his  fathers. 

This  small  mercantile  concern  was  quite  an  amuse- 
ment to  my  i^upil,  and  we  watched  its  profits  and 
increase  with  as  much  interest  and  pleasure  as  ever  did 
John  Jacob  Astor  his  ship-load  of  bear  and  otter  skins. 
The  store  was  in  Nassau,  near  Liberty  street.  My 
workshop  was  in  Liberty,  opposite  Green  street.  When 
any  thing  occurred,  in  a  trade  or  speculation,  too  per- 
plexing for  her  young  ideas,  I  was  called,  when,  ]3ut- 
ting  our  heads  together,  the  mystery  was  soon  solved. 
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A  board  partition  separated  the  store  from  our  parlor, 
which  latter  served  for  kitchen  and  all.  A  glass  door 
opened  oj^posite  the  fireplace,  where  she  rolled  the 
dumpling  or  broiled  the  steak  with  one  eye,  and  ke^^t  a 
squint  on  the  store  with  the  other.  At  noon  I  came 
in,  the  pot  boiling  over  the  fire  on  the  trammel-hook 
(no  coal-ranges  or  cooking-stoves  in  those  days).  After 
a  few  minutes'  domestic  consultation,  I  stood  in  the  Fly 
Market,  at  the  foot  of  Maiden  Lane,  where  (the  "  upper 
ten"  and  the  boarding-houses  being  already  supplied)  I 
could  buy  a  steak,  fish,  or  cutlet,  for  a  twelve-penny 
paper  bill  of  the  Corporation  of  New  York,  sufficient 
to  satisfy  the  wants  of  Kebecca  and  myself  for  twenty- 
four  hours. 

"  Ah,  mother,"  exclaims  a  little  miss  who  has  seen 
seven  summers,  "  they  must  have  lived  on  love." 
"They  did,  my  dear,"  replies  the  mother.  The  old 
lady  spoke  from  experience. 

In  the  afternoon,  sitting  behind  the  counter,  Kebecca 
measured  tape,  made  my  shirts,  or  mended  my  stock- 
ings. She  was  my  storekeeper,  housekeeper,  book- 
keeper, and  cash-keeper.  In  short,  she  was  to  me, 
intrinsically,  more  than  all  the  world  besides. 

While  a  bachelor,  I  paid  three  dollars  per  week  for 
board  and  washing.  Xow  this  sum  more  than  covered 
our  expenses,  and  the  profits  of  the  store  paid  the  rent 
(only  fifty  dollars  per  annum).  I  came  home  at  seven 
in  the  evening,  and  always  found  the  table  set,  the 
kettle  singing,  a  hickory  fire  burning,  and  Rebecca 
smiling.     I  had  not  another  wish. 

Tea  over,  while  smoothing  my  linen  or  crimping  her 
collar,  I  read  to  her  from  an  instructive  and  amusing 
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book,  or  from  Harrison'' s  Weeldy  Museum.^  published 
at  No.  3  Peck  Sli]3,  or  sang  to  her  a  k^ve-song  from  the 
cliftj  rocks  of  Scotland — and  none  speak  more  pathet- 
ically the  tender  feelings  of  the  heart.  This  lightened 
the  cares  of  my  partner,  and  brought  a  smile  on  the 
face  I  so  fondly  admired. 

At  nine  in  the  evening  (if  fine  weather),  we  put  the 
key  in  our  pocket,  walked  the  circuit  of  the  Battery, 
and  sat  down  under  our  trysting-tree — our  feelings, 
though  less  anxious,  yet  infinitely  more  sublime  than 
they  were  fourteen  months  previous.  This  oak  yet 
stands,  full  of  sap,  and  flourishing,  and  long  may  the 
"  woodman  s])are  that  treeP 

We  had  been  just  twelve  months  married  when  the 
yellow  fever  commenced  its  ravages.  Its  progress  was 
more  like  a  Turkish  plague  than  any  yellow  fever  I 
have  ever  seen.  Our  neighbors  all  fled  to  the  country, 
among  their  friends  ;  but  we  had  no  friends  to  flee  to, 
nor  any  money  to  sup2:)ort  us  in  idleness.  So,  after 
some  consultation,  we  thought  we  might  as  well  die  of 
the  plague  in  the  city,  as  to  die  of  famine  in  the  vil- 
lage. The  heart  of  Kebecca  was  fixed  where  fear  never 
enters.  Her  slender  foot  was  firmly  placed  on  the 
Eock  of  Ages,  and  with  her  hand  she  took  a  grasp 
upon  the  skies,  and  bid  troubles  roll,  nor  feared  their 
idle  whirl.  !Now,  with  every  morning  service,  our 
prayers  went  up,  that  if  one  of  us  was  to  be  taken,  the 
other  might  not  be  left.  On  retii'ing  at  night,  we  sang 
the  121st  Psalm,  P.  M. : 

No  burning"  heat  by  day,  nor  blast  of  evening  air, 
Can  take  my  life  away,  if  God  be  with  me  there. 
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I'll  go  and  come, 

Nor  fear  to  die, 

Till  from  on  high, 

Thou  call'st  me  home,  &c. 

Thus  we  lived,  as  it  were,  in  an  ideal  world  of  our 
own  creating,  wliii^  all  was  death  and  solemn  reality 
around  us.  With  a  firm  reliance  on  a  kind  Provi- 
dence, our  hearts  were  kept  in  perfect  peace.  On  the 
25th  of  August  my  brother,  twenty  months  my  senior, 
and  residing  in  Front  street,  was  attacked.  I  nursed 
him,  and  he  recovered.  From  this  date  to  the  22d  of 
Sej)tember  I  attended  night  and  day  among  the  sick. 
At  the  door  of  the  Methodist  church  in  John  street  I 
met  a  poor  widow  (a  mother  in  Israel),  whom  I  en- 
gaged as  a  companion  and  comfort  to  Kebecca  while  I 
ministered  to  those  who  were  ready  to  perish.  The 
fear  of  death  had  driven  the  mother  of  Rebecca  into 
the  country. 

When  all  had  fled  who  were  able,  and  the  Board  of 
Health  had  removed  the  poor  to  temporary  buildings 
out  of  town  (viz.,  Harlem  Heights,  then  styled),  the 
census  was  taken,  and  it  appeared  that  only  fifteen 
thousand  men.  women,  and  childi'en  remained.  Out 
of  this  number  sixty-three  died  on  the  22 d  of  Septem- 
ber, 1789,  which  is  the  highest  number  of  deaths  re- 
corded during  the  prevalence  of  the  yellow  fever  in 
'New  York. 

On  this  fatal  day  my  first-born,  for  the  first  time, 
beheld  the  light  of  the  sun.  Without  was  heard  the 
voice  of  weeping,  wailing,  lamentation,  and  woe ;  but 
in  my  house  was  joy  and  peace  that  day,  for  it  was 
well  with  the  mother,  it  was  well  with  her  child,  and 
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well  with  all  under  mj  roof.  To  be  sure,  Death  on 
the  Pale  Horse,  in  going  the  rounds,  stopped  in  front 
of  my  dwelling ;  he  reconnoitered  the  premises  for  a 
moment,  while  the  horse  stood  pawing  at  the  door; 
but,  seeing  that  the  posts  and  lintels  were  marked  by 
the  angel  of  protection,  he  dared  not  enter ;  but,  slowly 
descending  to  Maiden  Lane  (I  Uvea  at  the  corner  of 
Nassau  and  Liberty  streets),  he  stopped  at  my  second- 
door  neighbor's,  where  he  left  a  dart  in  the  heart  of 
Doctor  Dingley."  At  ten  that  same  night  he  was  laid 
in  the  Potter's  Field. 

It  is  a  remarkable  instance  of  providential  preserva- 
tion, that,  during  all  the  fevers,  I  never  left  the  city, 
and,  though  more  or  less  engaged  in  nursing  the  sick 
every  season  of  its  prevalence,  neither  myself,  my  wife, 
nor  any  of  my  children,  were  ever  attacked  by  that 
malignant  disease.  During  the  fever  in  1822,  my 
porter,  an  intemperate,  aged  man,  went  out  on  a 
Saturday  evening,  in  spite  of  my  earnest  remonstrance. 
During  the  evening  a  thunder-storm  broke  upon  the 
city,  and  at  midnight  he  came  home,  drunlc.,  and  wet 
to  the  skin.  I  stripped  him  to  nudity,  and  put  on  him 
a  large  red-flannel  shirt,  and  then  put  his  feet  in  warm 
water.  I  afterwards  put  him  in  bed,  and  covered  his 
body  with  two  blankets,  hoping  to  promote  perspira- 
tion. In  five  minutes  he  was  fast  asleep.  Fearing  an 
emergency,  I  slept  in  the  room  adjoining.  His  groans 
awoke  me  at  four  o'clock  in  the  morning.  Doctor 
Kissa-^  felt  his  pulse  in  thirty  minutes  thereafter.  I 
nursed  him  myself.  At  six  o'clock  on  the  following 
Saturday  afternoon  he  slept  with  his  fathers,  in  Potter's 
Field. 
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This  was  the  only  death  by  yellow  fever  that  ever 
occurred  under  my  roof.  J^o  other  of  my  family  were 
aftected,  though  he  died  in  our  midst.  Tlie  total  ab- 
sence of  all  feaT^  I  yet  think,  was  the  means  which 
Providence  employed  for  our  preservation.  We  neither 
took  preventive  pills  nor  powders ;  but,  with  a  firm 
reliance  on  our  Maker  and  Preserver,  kept  on  the  even 
tenor  of  our  way,  with  moderation  in  all  things,  shun- 
ning heat  by  day  and  chills  by  night.  To  be  sure,  in 
my  visitations  among  the  sick,  I  walked  the  sti'eets 
during  all  the  silent  watches  of  the  night ;  but  this  was 
imperious  duty,  and  I  felt  confident  that  death  could 
not  and  would  not  touch  one  hair  of  my  head  while  I 
was  engaged  in  so  necessary  and  meritorious  an  act. 

During  the  prevalence  of  the  yellow  fever,  when  not 
in  attendance  on  the  sick,  I  was  busily  employed  in 
making  nails  for  the  coffin-makers.  A  carpenter  in 
"Warren  street  kept  twelve  men  constantly  employed 
in  making  w^hite-wood  coffins,  not  painted,  which  he 
sold  for  five  dollars  each.  Two  stout  lads,  with  a 
hand-cart  load,  went  daily  through  the  streets,  stop- 
ping at  every  corner,  and  crying  out,  "  Coffins,  coffins, 
all  sizes,  only  five  dollars."  In  many  instances,  the 
coffin  stood  under  the  bed  of  the  patient  for  days  and 
weeks,  waiting  for  him.  Some  recovered,  and  paid 
the  carpenter  for  their  own  coffin.  Undertakers,  as  a 
profession,  were  not  known  in  ]^ew  Tork  at  that  pe- 
riod (1798.) 

My  dwelling  was  on  the  corner  of  ]N"assau  and  Lib- 
erty streets,  where  Suydam,  INTixon  and  Co.'s  dry-goods 
store  now  stands.  In  Liberty  street,  nearly  opposite 
the  post-office   a  house  was  closed,  the  family  having 

3 


50  LIFE   AKD   WRTimGS   OF 

fled.  The  cellar  was  occupied  by  a  man  and  woman. 
I  saw  them  daily  for  some  time;  at  length  I  missed 
them  for  two  days.  The  door  being  open  all  this  time, 
I  began  to  suspect  that  something  was  wrong.  On  the 
third  day  I  stood  at  the  door,  and  knocked;  no  one 
opened.  I  called ;  no  one  gave  answer.  I  stepped  in 
upon  the  cold,  damp  floor.  The  room  was  very  dark. 
After  a  few  seconds  I  could  discern  objects,  but  saw  no 
living  creature.  I  listened,  and  heard  the  soimd  of 
heavy  breathing,  like  a  strong  man  in  a  sound  sleep. 
I  followed  the  sound,  and,  in  a  remote  corner,  on  a 
miserable  bed,  lay  a  man  and  woman,  their  eyes  fast 
closing  in  the  sleep  of  death.  Between  them  lay  a 
child,  yast  asleep,  which,  from  its  appearance,  might 
have  seen  ten  months.  The  child  must  have  been  in 
that  state  of  happy  unconsciousness  for  at  least  twenty- 
fom*  hours,  for,  from  the  appearance  of  the  mother, 
she  could  not  have  ministered  to  its  wants  in  all  that 
time.  It  is  a  beautiful  idea,  which  prevails  in  Swit- 
zerland, that  when  a  child  is  born,  God  appoints  its 
guardian  angel.  And  why  not?  History  records 
many  cases  where  the  mother  has  been  struck  dead 
by  lightning,  and  fomid  with  the  child  on  her  lap, 
asleep,  without  even  the  smell  of  fire  on  its  garments. 

But  to  retm*n.  I  looked  around,  and  saw  nothinoj 
either  to  nomish  or  to  cherish  life.  I  procured,  how- 
ever, a  cup  of  cold  water,  and,  with  a  towel,  washed 
their  parched  lips.  I  could  do  no  more.  "  Lord,  re- 
ceive their  sj^irits,"  I  mentally  prayed,  and  left  them. 
Returning  in  two  hours  thereafter,  their  spirits  had 
winged  their  flight  to  that  God  who  giveth  and  who 
taketh  away;   and  the  child  was  striving  to  di-aw 
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sustenance  from  the  cold  breast  of  its  mother.  I 
rej^orted  the  case  to  the  Board  of  Health,  which  sat 
(in  fever  times)  day  and  night,  in  the  old  alms- 
house in  the  Park.  The  parents  were  laid  in  the 
Potter's  Field,  and  the  babe  placed  under  the  care 
of  a  nm'se. 

Thousands  of  valuable  lives  were  lost  during  the 
fever  periods,  for  want  of  proper  attention.  Por  in- 
stance :  fifty  years  ago,  many  of  the  master-mechanics 
boarded  all  their  aj^prentices,  and  part  of  their  jour- 
neymen, in  their  own  families.  It  often  happened 
that  a  son,  an  a2)prentice,  and  one  or  two  of  the  journey- 
men (shoemakers,  perhaps,  for  at  that  period  most  of  the 
in-door  work  was  done  in  the  house  of  the  employer) 
would,  when  the  family  w^as  about  to  leave,  propose  to 
stay,  work,  and  keep  house.  The  consequence  was, 
when  those  bachelors  were  taken  sick,  there  was  no 
one  to  nurse  them.  Thus,  on  an  average,  eight  bach- 
elors died  to  five  married  men.  Mark  this,  neighbor 
bachelor;  and  if  you  mean  to  live  all  yom'  days,  get 
married  as  soon  as  you  can.  In  170S,  from  the 
fifteenth  to  the  twenty-second  of  September,  I  had 
seven  of  those  useless  mortals- on  my  sick-list,  viz.: 
one  in  Liberty  street,  three  on  the  corner  of  Front 
and  Pine,  streets,  and  three  on  the  corner  of  Dover  and 
"Water  streets — three  Americans,  and  four  Scotchmen. 
There  was  no  one  to  give  them  a  cup  of  water,  myself 
alone  excepted.  Two  Americans  and  one  Scot  died. 
With  the  exception  of  two  or  three  hours'  sleep  out 
of  every  twenty-four,  I  was  with  them,  night  and 
day,  the  whole  week.  They  were  all  seized  on  the 
fifteenth*,  two  died  on  the  twentieth,  and  the  other 
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on   the   twenty-second,  aged  twenty-one,  twenty-five, 
and  twenty-six. 

Returning,  on  the  twenty-first  of  September,  at 
eleven  o'clock  in  the  evening,  from  visiting  my  three 
patients  at  the  comer  of  Dover  and  "Water  streets,  the 
night  was  dark,  a  thick,  wetting  mist  was  falling,  and 
tlie  street  lamps  twinkled  just  enough  to  make  darkness 
visible  (no  gas  in  those  days).  Descending  the  hill  in 
Franklin  Square,  from  Dover  street,  I  met  two  hearses, 
both  filled  to  overflowing  with  dead  mortality,  each 
containing  fourteen  coffins.  One  of  the  hearses  was 
issuing  out  of  Peck  Slip,  and  the  other  out  of  Ferry 
street.  They  turned  up  Pearl  street,  on  their  way  to 
the  Potter's  Field.  The  wheels  of  these  chariots  of 
death  rolled  heavily  up  the  hill,  the  springs  and  tim- 
bers screeching  and  groaning  as  if  chanting  the  requiem 
of  friends  departed.  Each  hearse  had  a  driver  and 
assistant,  sitting  in  front,  with  a  lantern  between  their 
feet.  They  sat  as  dumb  as  mutes.  The  pale  light 
from  their  lanterns  flickered  across  their  stupid,  un- 
meaning countenances,  which  looked  as  white  as  the 
face  of  Samuel,  just  peering  out  of  the  grave,  when 
called  by  the  witch  of  Endor  from  the  mansions  of  the 
dead. 

Dr.  Dingley  came  from  London  to  this  city  a  few 
months^  previous  to  the  commencement  of  the  fever, 
fm'nished  with  diplomas  from  the  Magdalen  and  other 
hospitals.  By  the  opportune  setting-in  of  the  yellow 
fever,  he  soon  got  into  a  large  practice,  and  it  is  said  that 
he  was  very  successful.  He  left  a  wife  and  family  in 
London.  lie  kept  his  head-quarters  in  a  boarding-house 
in.  ITassau  street,  the  second  door  from  my  dwelling, 
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near  Maiden  Lane.  About  the  1st  of  September,  the 
boarders  and  landlady  fled,  leaving  the  doctor,  and  his 
man  who  had  charge  of  the  horse  and  chariot,  to  keep 
bachelor's  hall  as  they  pleased.  On  the  evening  of 
the  16th,  the  doctor  came  into  my  house  to  light  his 
candle. 

"  How  is  the  fever  to-day,  doctor  ?"  said  I. 

"  Worse  and  worse,"  he  replied ;  "  fifty  deaths  and 
sixty-five  new  cases.     I  do  not  feel  very  well  myself." 

JSText  day  he  was  reported  among  the  new  cases  ;  this 
was  on  Monday,  the  ITth.  He  was  visited  daily  by 
almost  every  doctor  who  remained  in  the  city  (for  the 
eminent  physicians  and  rich  citizens  fled,  leaving  the 
;poor  and  destitute  to  battle  the  fever  as  best  they  could). 
From  Monday,  till  sundown  on  Friday,  three  or  four 
chariots  were  constantly  in  front  of  his  dwelling.  'None 
appearing  on  Saturday  at  mid-day,  I  concluded  that  the 
doctor  must  be  either  dead  or  better,  and  thought  I 
would  go  and  see.  The  front  door  standing  wide  open, 
I  struck  the  knocker,  but  got  no  answer;  I  repeated  the 
sound,  but  no  one  came  forth ;  I  stood  on  the  first  plat- 
form of  the  stair,  and  struck  the  board  with  the  heel  of 
my  boot — still  no  man  regarded.  I  ascended  to  the 
second  platform,  and,  on  listening,  I  heard  a  heavy 
breathing.  I  folfowed  the  sound  till,  on  a  cot  in  the 
centre  of  a  large  room — the  three  windows  wide  open, 
the  day  being  hot — I  found  the  body  of  the  doctor,  his 
spacious  chest  heaving  like  a  bellows  with  every  respi- 
ration, his  eyes  set,  fixed  on  the  ceiling,  and  glazed  with 
the  films  of  death;  a  swarm  of  house-flies  formed  a 
black  circle  round  his  mouth.  I  spoke — he  heard  me 
not.     On  the  sideboard  stood  a  decanter  of  wine.    I 


54  LIFE   AND   WETTINGS   OF 

Bwept  the  flies  from  his  face,  wiped  his  parched,  lips 
with  a  wet  cloth.  I  j^oured  a  few  drops  of  wine  into  a 
silver  sj^oon,  and,  gently  raising  his  head,  poured  the 
wine  into  his  mouth.  The  moment  the  spoon  touched 
his  lips,  he  extended  his  jaw  and  clutched  it  firmly  with 
his  teeth.  The  stillness  of  death  which  pervaded  the 
street  and  the  room  caused  the  clang  from  the  silver 
spoon  to  reverberate  loudly  through  the  silent  room. 
It  was  the  knell  of  his  departing  spirit ;  for,  ere  the 
clock  had  struck  another  note  of  time,  his  soul  had 
crossed  that  great  gulf  which  separates  time  from  eter- 
nity. As  I  held  the  spoon  in  my  hands,  when  he 
clutched  it  with  his  teeth,  it  sent  a  thrill  through  every 
nerve  in  my  system,  like  a  stroke  from  an  electric  mh- 
chine.  It  required  some  exertion  to  draw  the  sj^oon 
from  between  his  clenched  teeth.  That  nio^ht,  at  ten 
o'clock,  he  filled  a  stranger's  grave  in  the  Potter's  Field. 
As  I  stated  above,  the  doctor  was  seized  on  the  16th ; 
on  the  21st  he  was  pronounced  by  six  physicians  a 
dying  man.  His  English  man-servant  mouifted  the 
horse  and  fled,  fearing  the  fever  might  catch  him  also. 
He  left  the  house  open  to  admit  the  grave-diggers,  as 
he  told  me  some  months  afterwards — a  bright  thought.' 
At  this  time  the  Board  of  Health  hired  men,  to 
whom  they  gave  money  to  seek  ouf  and  relieve  the 
necessities  of  the  poor  at  discretion.  They  ofiered  to 
put  my  name  on  their  list,  and  give  me  my  hire.  I 
thanked  them,  but  told  them  that  money  could  not  hire 
me,  but  that,  while  God  spared  my  life  and  health,  I 
would  do  my  duty,  and  He  would  see  to  my  wages. 
"  Doth  Job  serve  God  for  naught  ?"  is  the  only  truth 
that  Satan  ever  uttered. 
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In  Sej)tember,  1805,  the  yellow  fever  prevailed  to  a 
fearful  extent  in  this  city.  As  I  never  left  town  while 
it  was  rjiging,  I  was  sitting  in  my  tent  door  in  the  cool 
of  the  day,  and  lifting  up  my  eyes  I  beheld  a  sti'anger, 
a  rare  sight  in  fever  times.  He  was  moving  from  Cedar 
street  along  Xassau,  having  his  face  set  towards  Maiden 
Lane.  He  walked  in  the  middle  of  the  street,  and  was 
reading  the  sign-boards  on  the  right  and  left.  He 
j^aused  in  front  of  my  open  door,  and  mine  was  the 
only  store  open  in  the  block.  As  he  stepped  in,  he 
said,  "  Ml*.  Thorburn." 

"  Where  did  you  learn  my  name  ?"  I  inquired. 

"  I  saw  it  over  the  door,"  said  he.  "  I  have  just  come 
on  shore  from  the  ship  Draper,  from  Liverpool.  I  am 
a  carpenter  by  trade,  my  name  is  Eobert  Hoe ;  I  am 
now  in  my  eighteenth  year." 

Says  1,  "  Robert,  were  your  indentm'es  fulfilled  before 
you  left  England  ?" 

Says  he,  "  I  never  was  bound,  I  learned  my  trade 
with  my  father ;  I  can't  find  work,  I  have  no  money ; 
can  you  recommend  to  me  a  house  in  a  healthy  part  of 
the  city,  where  I  may  board  till  I  get  employment, 
when  I  will  pay  them  honestly  ?" 

I  knew  the  heart  of  a  stranger,  having  been  a  stranger 
myself,  and  there  was  so  much  of  honest  simplicity  in 
his  speech  and  deportment,  my  heart  warmed  towards 
him ;  I  gave  him  a  chair,  and  ran  up  stairs ;  says  I, 
*'  Gude  wife,  a  stranger  standeth  at  our  door ;  shall  we 
take  him  in  ?"  "  K  thee  pleases,"  she  re23lied.  "  If  he 
takes  the  fever,  will  thee  helj)  me  to  nurse  him  ?"  "  I 
will,"  she  answered.  "  Thank  you,  dear,  for  this  ;  God 
will  bless  you."    Kow,  says  I,  "  Come  and  look  on  his 
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honest  English  face."  The  impression  was  favorable. 
Sajs  I,  "Robert,  this  neighborhood  is  accounted  the 
most  healthful  in  the  city ;  you  will  lodge  here ;  if  you 
take  the  fever,  my  wife  and  I  will  nurse  you,  you  shan't 
go  to  the  stranger's  hospital."  His  eyes  spoke  thanks 
more  eloquent  than  words.  As  he  had  no  business 
abroad,  I  advised  him  to  stay  at  home. 

The  fever  seized  him,  Lowever,  in  less  than  a  week. 
I  procured  an  eminent  physician ;  my  wife  and  I  nursed 
him.  In  seventeen  summers  that  I've  nursed  among 
the  sick,  I  do  not  think  that  I  ever  saw  a  case  so  violent 
but  it  terminated  in  death,  his  only  excepted.  On  the 
fourth  day,  generally  the  crisis,  the  burning  fever  was 
coursing  through  his  veins,  and  drinking  up  his  English 
blood.  His  skin  burning,  dry,  and  yellow,  heart-sick, 
home-sick,  all-round-sick ;  and  his  spirits  sunk  down  to 
his  heels.  I  sat  by  his  bedside,  he  fastened  his  restless 
eyes  on  mine :  "  O  Mr.  T.,  Mr.  T.,  I  shall  die,  I  shall 
die — I  never  can  stand  this ;"  and  he  threw  his  brawny 
arms  across  the  bed,  as  if  going  to  grapple  with  death. 
"  Die,"  says  I,  "  Robert,  to  be  sure,  we  must  all  die, 
but' you  are  not  going  to  die  this  week."  In  this  I 
spoke  unadvisedly  with  my  lips^  but  I  thought  of  Pope 
Pius  and  his  Bull,  to  wit,  that  the  end  would  sanctify 
the  means.  He  was  under  the  influence  of  powerful, 
medicine  at  tliis  moment;  I  knew  there  would  be  a 
lull,  as  the  sailors  say,  soon ;  and  I  meant  to  take  ad- 
vantage of  the  circumstance  to  persuade  him  to  live,  if 
possible.  Fancy  Jcills^  and  fancy  cures.  I  left  him  for 
fifteen  minutes.  On  my  return,  I  felt  his  pulse ;  said  I, 
"  Robert,  you  are  fifty  per  cent,  better  already ;  I  hope 
to  Bee  you  walk  from  the  bed,  and  sit  by  the  window 
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to-morrow."  I  sat  bj  his  bed  conversing  to  elieer  bis 
spirits.  I  continued,  "  Death  is  nigh  at  hand  at  all 
times  and  in  all  places ;  but  my  impression  is,  that  you 
will  not  die  with  this  attack.  I  hope  to  see  you  a  thriv- 
ing master-builder,  married  to  one  of  the  bonny  Yankee 
lassies,  and  to  hold  your  grandcliild  in  my  armsP 

From  this  hour  th^fever  left  him.  Shortly  after  this, 
the  fever  disapj)eared  from  the  city.  He  became  a 
master-builder,  and  died  in  1843,  aged  56.  But  his 
name  will  never  die,  while  types  are  set,  and  printers 
breathe.  Hoe's  Printing  Press  is  probably  the  most 
useful  discovery  that  has  blessed  the  world,  since  the 
first  sheet  was  struck  from  the  press.  Formerly,  we 
paid  one  hundred  and  fifty  cents  for  a  Bible,  now  we 
buy  one  as  good  for  twenty-five  cents.  It  may  be  said 
of  his  sons  (a  rare  occurrence  in  this  country),  that  they 
are  better  men  than  their  father,  inasmuch  as  they 
have  added  many  improvements  to  their  father's  plans. 
Mr.  Hoe  dwelt  in  ]^ew  York  thirty-eight  years.  After 
his  recovery  from  the  fever  in  1805,  we  met  times  with- 
out number ;  his  never-failing  salutation  was,  "  Grant, 
as  the  instrument  under  God,  I  have  to  thank  you  for 
my  recovery  from  that  fever."  I  have  received  many 
tokens  of  kindness  from  his  worthy  family  of  sons  and 
daughters.  And  nothing  in  my  past  life  affords  such 
pleasing  reflections  as  this  act  of  duty  and  humanity  to 
a  stranger.  When  his  aching  head  lay  on  my  breast, 
as  I  held  the  cooling  draught  to  his  parched  lips,  I 
little  thought  that  in  his  head  lay  the  germ  of  a  ma- 
chine destined  to  revolutionize  the  world  of  literature, 
and  shed  light  on  the  dark  jDlaces  of  the  earth,  whose 
habitations  are  full  of  horrid  cruelty. 
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About  seven  years  ago,  I  stei3ped  from  the  cars  in  a 
country  town.  Among  them  who  were  looking  on, 
stood  a  man  of  genteel  appearance ;  said  I,  "  Sir,  I  wish- 
to  stop  here  for  a  week,  I  don't  like  to  put  up  in  a  hotel ; 
can  you  direct  me  where  I  may  lodge  in  a  j)rivate 
family?"  He  said  he  could.  We  entered  the  next 
street,  he  stopped  in  front  of  a^fespectable  two-story 
brick  tenement ;  on  the  front  stoop  sat  a  comely  matron. 
She  might  have  seen  twenty-eight  summers  ;  on  her  lap 
sat  a  babe.  Said  my  friend  to  the  matron,  "  Glide  wife, 
this  is  Mr.  Thorburn,  from  Kew  York ;  he  wish(^  private 
board  for  a  week,  can  you  accommodate  him?"  "Yes," 
says  she,  "  for  a  year,  or  a  lifetime,  if  it  is  his  wish. 
Oft  has  my  father  told  me,  when  he  was  sick,  and  a 
stranger,  that  Mr.  T.  took  him  in,  and  administered  to 
his  wants."  "What  was  your  father's  name?"  I  in- 
quired. "  Robert  Hoe,"  she  replied.  "And  is  this  your 
child?"  "It  is."  I  held  the  babe  in  my  arms,  it  smiled 
on  my  face.  "]^ow,"  says  I,  "madam,  this  day  my 
prophecy  is  fulfilled  in  your  eyes  ;  it's  just  forty  years, 
at  a  critical  moment  in  your  father's  life,  when  I  told 
him  that  I  hoped  to  hold  his  grandchild  in  my  arms." 
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CHAPTER   YIII. 

DEATH   OF   MY  WIFE. — SECOND   MARRIAGE. ANECDOTE   OF   MB.  VAN  HOOK. — 

GROCEfty    BUSINESS. SEEDS    AND    PLANTS. NARROW    ESCAPE    BY    FIKE. 

ANOTHER  CHANGE. 

My  wife  recovered  soon,  and  enjoyed  good  health, 
till  the  month  of  August,  1800,  when  she  was  seized 
with  the  symptoms  ■  of  a  rapid  consumption ;  and, 
though  every  means  was  resorted  to,  she  died,  in  the 
peace  and  hope  of  the  Gospel,  on  the  28th  of  l^ovember 
of  the  same  year.  On  her  death-bed  she  was  often 
visited  by  the  elders  and  praying  members  of  our 
church.  Often  she  told  me  how  thankful  she  was  that 
God  had  made  her  to  be  acquainted  with  me,  which 
was  the  means  of  introducing  her  into  such  society. 
Had  I  married  that  man  of  the  world,  she  would  say, 
w^hat  now  would  have  been  all  his  riches  to  me  ?  ISTot 
one  of  his  acquaintances  is  able  to  speak  a  word  of 
comfort  to  my  soul.  On  the  morning  of  her  death  the 
sun  rose  in  all  his  rich  effulgence,  so  strikingly  mild 
and  beautiful  at  that  season  of  the  year :  his  beams  fell 
on  the  end  of  a  brick  building,  in  such  a  position  that 
it  reflected  its  light  in  her  face.  I  asked  her  if  I  should 
close  the  shutters.  She  answered,  'No  ;  it  did  not  hurt 
her  eyes  ;  it  made  her  think  of  the  glories  of  heaven, 
where  they  have  no  need  of  the  sun,  neither  of  the 
moon,  the  Lamb  being  the  light  thereof.  Her  mother 
and  I  sat  by  her  bedside :  she  turned  her  face  towards 
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the  wall,  and  in  -B.vq  minutes,  without  speaking  a 
word  or  heaving  a  groan,  her  spirit  escaped  from  its 
cage. 

As  much  as  I  valued  this  precious  gift  of  Heaven,  I 
dared  not  repine.  He  gave  her  to  me  as  by  a  miracle, 
and  He  had  a  right  to  his  own  when  he  pleased.  A 
few  hours  before  she  died,  I  sat  by  the  side  of  her  bed, 
with  her  son  on  my  knee.  She  fastened  hei^^xpres- 
sive  eyes  on  him  for  some  minutes.  I  said,  "  Rebecca, 
have.  3^ou  any  regret  in  leaving  this  child  ?"  "  JSTone  !" 
she  firmly  replied :  "  I  have  given  him  over  to  the 
care  of  his  heavenly  Father,  who  will  never  leave  him 
nor  forsake  him ;  and  his  earthly  father  I  know  will  be 
kind  to  him,  for  my  sake."  The  hope  that  supports 
nature  in  such  extremities  must  be  from  above. 

Being  thus  left  with  a  child  two  years  and  two 
months  old,  with  a  care  of  a  house  and  store,  and  think- 
ing it  more  creditable  and  wise  to  marry  a  wife  than 
to  hire  a  housekeeper,  I  again  entered  into  that  state 
in  1801.  Shortly  after  this,  the  introduction  of  cut- 
nails  cut  me  off  from  making  a  living  by  my  hammer. 
I  now  kept  a  grocery,  and  had  a  good  run  of  customers ; 
I  still  resided  at  Xo.  22  Kassau  street. 

On  the  east  corner  of  IN'assau  and  Liberty  streets 
there  lived  the  venerable  old  gentleman,  Mr.  Isaac  Yan 
Hook,  so  well  known  as  the  sexton  of  the  •'New  Dutch 
chm*ch  opposite  his  house,  for  nearly  fifty  years.  James 
Laing  and  William  Smith,  both  cabinet-makers,  and 
carrying  on  a  respectable  business,  having  in  their  em- 
ployment ten  or  twelve  journeymen  and  apprentices; 
these  men  took  a  mad  resolution,  gave  up  the  business, 
sold  theu"  stock,  hired  the  corner  house  over  the  head 
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of  230or  old  Yan  Hook,'^  turned  liim  and  his  tobacco- 
pipes  out  of  doors,  and  commenced  the  grocery  busi- 
ness. Theirs  being  a  corner,  took  away  the  most  of  my 
customers  ;  insomuch  that  I  was  obliged  to  look  round 
for  some  other  mode  to  support  my  family.  This,  you 
may  be  sure,  I  considered  a  great  misfortune  ;  but,  in 
the  sequel,  you  will  see  that  Providence  was  thus  pre- 
paring the  way  to  j)ut  me  into  a  more  agreeable  and 
profitable  business ;  and  what  we  may  often  think  is  a 
great  misfortune  at  the  time,  is  only  making  the  way 
for  a  greater  blessing. 

About  this  time  the  ladies  in  jSTew  York  were  begin- 
ning to  show  their  taste  for  flowers ;  and  it  was  cus- 
tomary to  sell  the  empty  flower-pots  in  the  grocery 
stores ;  these  articles  also  comprised  part  of  my  stock. 

In  the  fall  of  the  year,  when  the  plants  wanted  shift- 
ing, preparatory  to  their  being  placed  in  the  parlor,  I 
was  often  asked  for  pots  of  a  handsomer  quality,  or 
better  make.  As  I  stated  above,  I  was  looking  round 
for  some  other  means  to  support  my  family.  All  at 
once  it  came  into  my  mind  to  take  and  paint  some 
of  my  common  flower-pots  with  green  varnish  paint, 
thinking  it  would  better  suit  the  taste  of  the  ladies  than 
the  common  brick-bat  colored  ones.     I  painted   two 

*  This  Mr.  Van  Hook  ^as  so  great  a  smoker,  that  the  pipe  tfes  not 
out  of  his  mouth  perhaps  one  horn'  in  the  twenty-four :  he  used  the 
longest  kind  of  Liverpool  pipes.  In  the  house,  in  the  street,  in  the 
church,  and  in  his  bed,  have  I  seen  him  with  the  pipe  in  his  mouth. 
One  day,  a  wag  sent  a  countryman  to  ask  if  he  sold  any  smoked 
tongues  ?  The  old  man  took  the  hint,  said  he  had  none  to  sell,  but 
directed  hhn  across  the  street  to  old  ;Mr.  "Watkey's,  another  noted 
smoker ;  between  them  they  smoTced  the  man,  and,  after  drinking  some 
good  old  Hollands,  parted  good  fiienda. 
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pair,  and  exposed  them  in  front  of  my  window.  I 
remember,  just  as  I  had  placed  the  two  pair  of  jDots  in 
front  of  mj  window  on  the  outside,  I  was  standing  on 
the  sidewalk,  admiring  their  appearance,  a  carriage 
came  along,  having  the  glasses  let  down,  and  one  lady 
only  in  the  carriage.  As  the  carriage  passed  my  shop, 
her  eye  lit  on  the  pots ;  she  put  her  head  out  at  the 
window,  and  looked  back,  as  far  as  she  could  see,  on 
the  pots.  Thinks  I,  this  will  take ;  and  it  did  take — 
for  these  two  pots  were  the  links  of  a  chain  by  means 
of  which  Providence  was  leading  me  into  my  extensive 
seed  establishment.  They  soon  drew  attention,  and 
were  •  sold.  I  painted  six  pair ;  they  soon  went  the 
same  way.  Being  thus  encouraged,  I  continued  paint- 
ing and  selling  to  good  advantage :  this  was  in  the  fall 
of  1802. 

One  day,  in  the  month  of  April  following,  I  observed 
a  man,  for  the  fii'st  time,  selling  flower-plants  in  the 
Fly  Market,  which  then  stood  at  the  foot  of  Maiden 
Lane.  As  I  carelessly  passed  along,  I  took  a  leaf,  and 
rubbing  it  between  my  fingers  and  thumb,  asked  him 
what  was  the  name  of  it.  He.  answered,  a  rose-gera- 
nium. This,  as  far  as  I  can  recollect,  was  the  fii*st  time 
that  I  ever  heard  that  there  was  a  geranium  in  the 
world ;  as,  before  this,  I  had  no  taste  for,  nor  paid  any 
attention  to,  plants.  I  looked  a  few  minutes  at  the 
plant,  thought  it  had  a  pleasant  smell,  and  thought  it 
would  look  well  if  removed  into  one  of  my  green 
flower-pots,  to  stand  on  my  counter  to  draw  attention. 
I  remember,  after  smelling  the  flrst  leaf  of  the  rose- 
geranium,  and  also  when  I  received  additions  to  my 
stock,  how  I  was  struck  with  wonder  and  amazement, 


GRANT  THOEBUKN.  6 


Q 


at  the  power,  wisdom,  and  goodness  of  God,  in  im- 
parting to  the  green  leaf  of  one  plant  tlie  fragrance  of 
another,  such  as  the  balm,  musk,  pennyroyal,  &c. 
How  condescending  to  our  senses,  how  indulgent,  as 
it  were,  even  to  our  childish  and  playftd  fancies !  It 
was  thus  my  mind  was  struck  when  I  smelt  the  first 
leaf.  Thought  I,  it  is  strange  that  a  green  leaf  j^lucked 
from  a  plant  no  way  similar,  should  possess  all  the 
flavor  oi\hQ  flower  plucked  from  another. 

Observe,  I  did  not  purchase  this  j)lant  with  the  in- 
tention of  selling  it  again,  but  merely  to  draw  attention 
to  my  green  pots,  and  let  the  people  see  how  well  the 
pots  looked  when  the  plant  was  in  them.  IN^ext  day, 
some  one  fancied  and  purchased  plant  and  pot.  l^ext 
day  I  went  when  the  market  was  nearly  over,  judging 
the  m*an  would  sell  cheaper,  rather  than  have  the 
trouble  of  carrying  them  over  the  river,  as  he  lived  at 
Brooklyn, — and  in  those  days  there  was  neither  steam 
nor  horse-boats.  Accordingly  I  j)m'chased  two  plants  ; 
and  having  sold  them,  I  began  to  think  that  something 
might  be  done  this  way ;  and  so  I  continued  to  go  at 
the  close  of  the  market,  and  always  bargained  for  the 
unsold  plants.  And  the  man  finding  me  a  useful  cus- 
tomer, would  assist  me  to  carry  them  home,  and  show 
me  how  to  shift  the  plants  out  of  his  pots  and  put  them 
into  green  pots,  if  my  customers  wished  it.  So  I  soon 
found  by  his  tongue  that  he  was  a  Scotchman,  and 
being  countrymen,  we  wrought  to  one  another's  hands  : 
thus,  from  having  one  plant,  in  a  short  time  I  had 
fifty.  The  thing  being  a  novelty,  began  to  draw  atten- 
tion ;  peoj)le  carrying  their  country  friends  to  see  the 
curiosities  of  the  city,  would  step  in  to  see  my  plants. 
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In  some  of  these  visits  the  strangers  would  express  a 
wish  to  have  some  of  these  plants,  but  having  so  far  to 
go,  could  not  carry  them.  Then  they  would  ask  if  I 
had  no  seed  of  such  plants ;  then,  again,  others  would 
ask  for  cabbage,  tm-nip,  or  radish  seed,  &c. 

These  frequent  inquiries  at  length  set  me  to  thinking, 
that  if  I  could  get  seeds  I  would  be  able  to  sell  them ; 
but  here  lay  the  difficulty,  as  no  one  sold  seed  in  New 
York,  no  one  of  the  farmers  or  gardeners  saved  more 
than  what  they  wanted  for  their  own  use ;  there  being 
no  market  for  an  overplus.  In  this  dilemma  I  told  my 
situation  to  George  Inglis,  the  man  from  whom  I  had 
always  bought  the  plants  in  the  Fly  Market.  He  said 
he  was  now  raising  s'eeds,  with  the  intention  of  selling 
them  next  spring,  along  with  his  plants,  in  the  market ; 
but  if  I  would  take  his  seeds  he  would  quit  the  market, 
and  stay  at  home  and  raise  plants  and  seeds  for  me  to 
sell.  A  bargain  was  immediately  struck  ;  I  purchased 
his  stock  of  seeds,  amounting  to  fifteen  dollars ;  and 
thus  commenced  a  business  on  the  lYth  of  September, 
1805,  that  became  the  most  extensive  of  the  sort  in  the 
United  States. 

It  is  worth  while  to  look  back  on  the  steps  by  which 
Providence  led  me  into  this  business,  without  my  ever 
j)lanning  or  intending  to  become  a  seedsman. 

1.  By  the  introduction  of  cut-nail  machines  cutting 
me  off  from  making  a  living  by  my  own  trade  of  nail- 
making. 

2.  By  shutting  me  up,  so  that  I  could  not  make  a 
living  by  keeping  grocery. 

r»  3.  By  directing  my  mind  to  the"  painting  of  green 
pots,  which  induced  me  to  purchase  the  first  plant  that 
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ever  drew  my  attention ;  and  tliis  merely  with  a  view 
of  ornamenting  my  store,  and  not  for  the  purpose  of 
sale. 

4.  In  being  led^  by  the  sale  of  this  plant,  to  keep  a 
quantity  of  them  for  the  same  purpose,  which  induced 
people  to  ask  for  the  seed  of  the  plants,  and  also  for 
vegetable  seeds,  long  before  I  ever  thought  of  selling 
seeds. 

I  now  advertised  in  the  papers  of  the  day  garden- 
seeds.  In  a  short  time  my  small  stock  was  all  sold  out; 
I  knew  not  where  to  replace  them.  In  this  difficulty  a 
friend  stepped  into  the  store,  and  introduced  me  to  his 
friend,  Mr.  Morgan,  just  arrived  from  London,  having 
a  small  invoice  of  garden-seeds,  which  he  was  willing 
to  sell  at  a  small  advance.  A  bargain  was  soon  struck, 
for  the  invoice  contained  the  very  articles  I  was  daily 
asked  for,  and  knew  not  where  to  obtain.  Next  day,  on 
opening  the  casks,  I  found  a  catalogue  of  seeds  for  sale 
by  William  Malcolm  &  Co.,  London ;  this  was  at  that 
time  a  prize  to  me,  for  never  before  this  had  I  seen  a 
seed-catalogue.  This  catalogue  had  noted  on  the  margin 
the  time  of  sowing — a  thing  I  was  totally  ignorant  of. 
Having  now  a  plan,  I  published  a  catalogue  of  my  own, 
and,  with  the  assistance  of  my  friend  the  gardener,  at 
Brooklyn,  adapted  the  time  to  suit  our  own  climate ;  so 
that  now,  when  my  customers  asked  when  such  and 
such  seeds  ought  to  be  sown,  I  was  able  to  give  the 
necessary  information.  jSText  fall,  I  sent  a  small  remit- 
tance with  an  order  to  Mr.  M.  The  seeds  arrived  in 
good  season,  and,  with  the  seeds  raised  by  my  friend  at 
Brooklyn,  composed  a  good  assortment  to  commence 
business  in  the  spring.    Tlie  seeds  I  had  imported  and 
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got  raised  here,  proving  very  good,  mj  sales  increased 
beyond  what  my  friend  could  supply ;  and  some  of  the 
market-gardeners,  supposing  they  might  be  able  to  sell 
me  seeds,  had  this  year  raised  seeds  for  that  purpose. 
Having  no  other  resource,  I  was  fain  to  purchase  such 
as  were  offered  ;  and,  being  a  mechanic  by  profession, 
and  alike  ignorant  of  seeds  and  gardening,  I. had  long 
to  struggle  with  the  impositions  of  unprincipled  seed- 
raisers,  they  often  selling  me  spurious  seeds,  and  assert- 
ing they  were  of  the  most  genuine  quality. 

Having  at  length  brought  the  business  to  a  pretty 
respectable  footing,  it  narrowly  escaped  total  destruc- 
tion in  1308,  by  a  great  fire,  which  commenced  in  a 
soap  and  candle  manufactory  adjoining  the  store.  This 
fire  broke  out  at  midnight,  the  25th  of  August,  and  was 
so  rapid  that  five  of  the  inmates  of  the  house  where  it 
commenced,  perished  in  the  flames.  Several  circum- 
stances occurred  in  connection  with  this  fire  in  which  I 
could  discern  the  kind  hand  of  Providence,  and  are  in 
themselves  so  remarkable  that  they  deserve  never  to  be 
forgotten.  It  was  impressed  on  my  mind,  long  before 
it  took  place,  that  the  factory  would  be  burned.  For 
many  months  previous,  when  the  fire  company  belong- 
ing to  engine  'No.  16  came  to  the  pump,  corner  of  Lib- 
erty and  [N'assau  streets,  on  the  first  Monday  in  every 
month  (according  to  law),  to  wash  and  clean  the  engine, 
I  used  to  tell  them,  in  a  jocose  manner,  how  I  wished 
them  to  act  when  the  candle-box  (as  I  termed  the  build- 
ing) should  take  fire.  I  got  my  property  insured  a 
short  time  before  the  fire  took  place ;  it  was  in  time  of 
the  long  embargo.  I  had  on  hand  a  large  stock  of  early 
York  cabbage  and  other  seeds,  which  I  was  obliged  to 
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import,  but  wliich  could  not  then  be  imported,  on  ac- 
count of  the  restrictions  existing.  At  dinner,  the  day 
previous  to  the  fire,  I  told  my  Avife  I  was  going  to  pack 
my  most  valuable  seeds,  and  head  them  up  in  flour 
barrels,  that  they  might  be  safely  removed  when  the  fire 
broke  out  next  door.  I  came  fi'om  my  store  between 
nine  and  ten  o'clock  that  evening.  My  wife  was  much 
fatiVued  with  nursins:  our  voun^-est  child,  who  was  sick 
at  the  time  ;  I  told  her  to  lie  down,  and  I  would  nm'se 
till  she  got  some  sleep.  She  arose  about  five  minutes 
before  twelve.  As  I  laid  my  head  on  the  pillow,^lhe 
clock  in  the  corner  of  my  room  struck  twelve.  I  must 
have  dropped  to  sleep  immediately ;  for  the  next  day  I 
found  mv  clock  in  the  Xew  Dutch  Church,  with  the 
hands  stoj)ped  at  fifteen  minutes  past  twelve  ;  it  having 
been  seized  and  carried  into  the  chm-ch  at  that  minute, 

to  save  it  from  the  fire.    I  was  awoke  bv  a  loud  scream 

'J 

from  my  wife,  who  was  then  rocking  the  cradle ;  I 
spnmg  on  the  floor  before  my  eyes  were  opened,  and 
asked  what  was  the  matter.  She  said  we  were  all  on 
fire.  I  opened  the  back  window,  and  was  saluted  by  a 
column  of  smoke  and  fire,  issuing  from  the  back  of  the 
soap-works.  Having  for  many  months  previous  resolved 
in  my  mind  how  I  would  act  when  the  thing  took  place, 
I  was  in  nowise  alarmed ;  she  being  dressed,  I  told  her 
to  take  herself  and  child  to  a  place  of  safety,  and  I 
would  wake  up  and  take  care  of  the  other  children  and 
servants.  I  afterwards  dressed,  and  put  on  a  pair  of 
double-soled  boots,  fearing  that  in  the  confusion  I 
should  tread  on  a  rustv  nail  in  some  of  the  boards  that 
might  be  pulled  down.  I  then  went  in  my  store,  which 
was  by  this  time  on  fire,  and  secured  my  valuable 
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papers  and  money,  by  pinning  them  in  my  jacket- 
pocket  ;  I  wet  my  niglit-cap  and  put  it  on,  to  preserve 
my  liair  from  being  singed.  As  the  engines  came  np, 
I  directed  them  to  the  i)lace  where  their  services  would 
be  most  useful,  and  then  ran  from  place  to  place,  saving 
and  preserving  such  property  as  I  could. 

The  buildings  where  the  fire  originated  stood  on  the 
south  side  of  my  premises,  my  back  store,  a  wooden 
building  two  stories  high.  The  wind  blew  fresh  from 
the  south,  which  covered  this  building  with  flame ;  but, 
notwithstanding,  there  was  so  little  damage  done  this 
building,  that  ten  dollars  put  it  in  as  good  repair  as  it 
was  before  the  fire  began.  There  was  only  an  inch- 
board  between  the  factory  and  my  back  building.  The 
day  previous,  I  had  been  painting  pots  with  green 
varnish.  The  shelf  on  which  the  painted  pots  stood 
was  next  to  the  fa<5tory ;  one  pot  contained  about  four 
pounds  of  verdigris,  mixed  with  spirits  of  turpentine 
and  varnish ;  a  pitcher  also  contained  half  a  gallon  of 
rosin,  varnish,  &c.,  with  a  jug  containing  half  a  gallon 
of  spirits  of  turj)entine.  The  fire  burned  through  the 
boards  directly  opposite  where  these  inflammable  arti- 
cles stood ;  the  end  of  the  shelf  burned  through,  and 
droj^ping  about  twelve  inches,  rested  on  the  floor,  and 
then  was  extinguished ;  but  by  what  means  no  one 
could  tell,  as  no  engine,  person,  or  water,  could  reach 
that  spot  during  the  fire.  The  lieat  melted  the  paint 
that  was  on  the  outside  of  the  pots  and  jug,  running 
down  the  sides ;  when  the  fire  subsided,  they  were 
found  glued  fast  to  the  board.  The  jug  with  spirits  of 
turpentine  was  corked ;  the  pots  containing  paint  and 
variiish  were  without  covering,  but  completely  filled 
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up  with  black  coals,  wliicli  niTist  have  fallen  in  while 
burning.  Yet  for  all  this,  these  inflammable  articles 
did  not  take  fire  ;  had  thej  taken  fire,  mj  whole  prem- 
ises must  have  been  consumed. 

ISText  day,  when  the  carpenter  and  his  men  came  to 
repair  what  little  damage  was  done,  they  were  the  first 
to  observe  this  circumstance  ;  and  being  struck  with 
surprise,  not  only  called  me,  but  several  of  the  neigh- 
bors, besides  others,  to  see  it,  before  they  removed  the 
articles.  One  of  the  neighbors  observed,  it  was  impos- 
sible that  they  could  have  stood  there  dming  the  fire 
without  being  burned ;  when  one  of  the  carpenters  told 
them  to  lift  up  the  pots  and  jugs.  They  found  them 
glued  fast  to  the  board,  and  were  then  convinced  that, 
however  strange,  it  was  true.  For  my  own  j)art,  I  saw 
in  it  the  power  of  Him  whose  hand  is  in  every  thing, 
whether  it  is  the  Ml  of  an  empire  or  a  sparrow.  In 
short,  the  small  damage  that  was  done  to  my  premises 
surprised  many;  and  many  came  from  a  distance  to 
view  the  buildings  for  months  after.  Eight  or  nine 
houses  were  burned  on  the  rear  and  on  the  windward 
side  of  the  factory  where  the  fire  commenced ;  while 
my  store,  which  was  joined  by  nails  and  boards,  had 
scarcely  the  smell  of  fire  on  its  roof. 

In  180S,  when  all  intercom'se  between  America  and 
Britain  was  suspended,  and  we  were  therefore  pre- 
vented from  importing  such  seeds  as  were  necessary  in 
our  business,  I  was  advised  by  my  friends  to  attempt 
the  raising  of  them  myself.  I  was  di'awn  into  this 
business  much  against  my  own  inclination  and  better 
judgment,  as  you  will  see  in  the  sequel. 

A  few  years  previous,  a  gardener  from  England,  by 
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the  name  of  Thornlj,  purcliased  about  seven  acres  of 
land  near  Kewark  Bridge,  whicli  he  improved  as  a 
kitchen-garden,  and  for  raising  a  few  seeds  ;  but  failing 
of  success,  and  getting  in  debt,  he  absconded.  He 
owed  me  a  hundred  dollars  at  the  time ;  so,  when  he 
got  to  Philadelphia  he  executed  a  deed,  whereby  he 
constituted  me  owner  of  the  soil,  the  first  intimation 
of  which  was  my  receiving  said  deed  per  mail.  As 
there  was  a  considerable  crop  of  seeds  on  the  ground 
at  the  time,  I  resolved  to  gather  the  seeds  as  part  pay- 
ment ;  and  as  there  was  a  mortgage  for  two  hundred 
dollars  on  the  premises,  to  let  the  land  go  to  whomso- 
ever had  the  best  claim.  The  seeds  were  gathered, 
and  the  crop  hardly  paid  the  men's  wages  ;  but  still  I 
was  persuaded  to  pay  the  mortgage  and  keep  the 
place,  as  my  well-intending  friends  all  said  it  would  do 
wonders  under  the  manas^ement  of  an  active  man.  It 
did  wonders  with  a  witness ;  for,  after  striving  and 
toiling  by  sunlight  and  moonlight,  in  wet  weather  and 
dry  weather,  I  found,  at  the  end  of  five  years,  I  had 
spent  the  whole  earnings  of  my  life,  and  was  several 
thousands  worse  than  nothing.  I  now  gave  up  my  all 
to  my  creditors  ;  and,  that  I  might  be  enabled  to  com- 
mence business  anew,  I  applied,  with  an  empty  pocket 
and  a  clear  conscience,  for  the  benefit  of  the  insolvent 
act.  For  this  end  it  was  necessary,  as  a  first  step,  that 
I  should  either  go  to  jail  or  the  limits.  I  preferred  the 
former,  as  I  could  board  for  half  the  expense.  So,  in 
December,  1S13,  I  left  my  wife  with  one  dollar  and 
sixty-two  cents,  and  four  young  childi-en  to  support, 
without  any  certainty  where  the  next  dollar  was  to 
come  fi'om,  in  a  solitary  house,  the  nearest  neighbor 
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being  one-fourth  of  a  mile  distant,  and  on  a  stormy 
day.  You  may  suppose  my  feelings  at  this  moment 
were  not  of  the  most  pleasant  kind. 

The  following  circumstance  took  place,  which  struck 
me  forcibly  at  the  time,  and  on  which  I  often  reflect 
with  wonder  and  gratitude.  As  I  was  walking  down 
the  main  street  in  Xewark,  on  my  way  to  jail,  the 
sherifl:*^s  officer  politely  going  some  distance  either  be- 
fore or  behind  me,  it  matters  not  which,  I  was  accosted 
by  a  man  whom  I  had  not  seen  for  two  years  previous. 
Says  he,  "  Mr.  Thorburn,  I  have  owed  you  fifteen  dol- 
lars for  a  long  time,  but  it  never  was  in  my  power  to 
pay  you  till  now  ;  just  step  in  this  store  and  I  will  pay 
you,"  pointing  to  one  close  by.  I  received  the  money 
with  as  much  wonder  and  thankfulness  as  if  I  had  seen 
it  drop  from  the  clouds  in  my  path.  I  had  not  seen 
this  man  for  so  long  a  time,  that  I  never  expected  the 
money.  This  circumstance  inspired  me  with  so  much 
confidence  in  a  superintending  Providence,  that  I  went 
into  jail  with  a  light  heart,  and  slejyt — yes,  my  mind 
was  so  composed,  after  witnessing  this  signal  proof  of 
the  goodness  of  God  as  a  Provider^  that  all  my  anxie- 
ties on  account  of  my  family  fled,  and  I  slej)t.  I  knew 
that  He  who  hangs  creation  on  his  arm,  and  feeds  her 
at  his  board,  would  not  sufter  my  children  to  starve. 
This  man  told  me,  some  months  after,  that  at  the  time 
he  jDaid  me  that  money  he  knew  nothing  of  my  diffi- 
culties. Well,  having  stayed  the  time  appointed  in 
jail,  and  gone  through  the  forms  by  law  prescribed,  I 
came  out  whitewashed  from  all  claims  as  far  as  the 
law  could  go ;  but  I  thought  I  was  as  much  bound  in 
justioe  as  ever  I  was  to  pay  my  honest  debts,  shculd 
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Providence  put  it  in  my  power,  by  prospering  my 
fiitm'e  exertions.  He  did  prosper  my  future  exertions, 
and  I  can  now  show  receipts  for  thousands  of  dollars 
which  were  by  law  cancelled. 

In  the  coui-se  of  my  life  I  have  experienced  at  times 
the  de2:>ths  of  sorrow  and  the  heights  of  delight ;  but 
just  enough  of  the  former  to  give  a  relish  to  the  latter. 
Tf  hen  I  failed,  and  gave  up  my  property  to  my  credit- 
ors, as  usual,  it  was  sold  by  the  sheriff.  At  the  j)ublic 
sale  of  my  fmiiiture,  a  cradle,  in  which  lay  one  of  my 
children  asleep,  then  about  two  months  old,  was  sold 
among  the  rest.  This  was  more  than  my  philosophy 
could  stand.  A  gentleman  among  the  company  had 
it  knocked  down  to  him ;  he  observed,  mth  a  smile, 
he  supposed  the  child  now  was  his  property,  as  well  as 
the  cradle.  Being  answered  in  the  affirmative,  he 
called  the  mother  of  the  child,  and  made  her  a  present 
of  both.  Such  seasonable  acts  of  kindness,  in  times  of 
trouble,  give  a  double  relish  to  the  deed.  While  I  was 
filled  with  gratitude  to  the  instrument,  I  was  also 
thankful  to  Him  who  has  the  hearts  of  all  in  his  hands, 
believing  that  all  men  are  to  me  what  he  makes  them 
to  be.  He  who  gave  Joseph  favor  in  the  eyes  of  his 
fellow-men  is  the  same  yesterday,  to-day,  and  forever. 

In  1815  I  retm-ned  to  ISTew  York  with  my  family, 
and  only  about  twelve  dollars  in  my  pocket.  Being 
out  of  employment,  I  hired  myself  as  porter  to  the 
store  of  Mr.  D.  Durham.  He  always  treated  me  witli 
kindness,  though  tlie  other  servants  about  his  office 
complained  of  him  as  being  a  hard  master.  In  Janu- 
ary, 1810,  a  friend  advanced  me  five  hundred  dollars, 
with  which  I  commenced  business  in  the  cellar  of  a 
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house  corner  of  Nassau  street  and  Liberty.  For  seven, 
years  previous,  in  spite  of  all  my  exertions,  every  tiling 
went  backwards, — ^now  every  thing  seemed  to  thrive 
of  itself. 

Previous  to  my  removal  to  'New  Jersey,  my  seed 
establishment  was  kept  at  No.  20  Nassau  street.  After 
my  failm'e  it  was  occupied  by  Mr.  Grundy  as  a  seed 
shop ;  and  he,  being  in  possession  of  the  original 
stand,  nearly  engrossed  all  my  former  custom.  He, 
however,  neglected  his  business,  took  to  habits  of  dis- 
sipation, was  sold  out  by  the  sheriff  in  tm^n,  when  I 
purchased  part  of  the  stock  and  all  the  fixtures,  and 
continued  the  business  in  my  old  stand. 

On  the  day  of  my  discharge  under  the  insolvent  act, 
]\Ir.  Grundy  was  the  only  person  who  brought  forward 
any  opj)osition.  It  was  not  founded  on  the  plea  of 
fraud,  but  in  trying  to  make  out  some  sort  of  a  flaw 
in  the  papers,  as  not  having  got  the  full  two-thirds  of 
my  creditors  to  sign  off,  or  something  to  that  purpose : 
and  had  it  not  been  that  the  recorder  saw  through  the 
motive,  and  withal  being  a  man  proverbial  for  leaning 
to  the  side  of  mercy,  he  would  have  frustrated  my  dis- 
charge at  that  time. 

When  Mr.  Grundy  arrived  in  America  he  lodged 
first  in  my  house,  and  continued  under  my  roof  several 
years,  where  he  was  always  treated  with  kind  atten- 
tion ;  yet,  when  I  was  surrounded  with  difficulties  and 
trouble,  he  proved  my  most  determined  enemy. 

Again  I  had  an  opportunity  of  returning  good  for 
evil.  When  he  got  low  I  gave  him.  employment :  the 
last  shilling  he  received  in  the  world  was  from  my 
hand.    The  streets  were  glazed  with  ice :  I  urged  him 
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to  go  home  before  night ;  lie  stopped  on  the  way  with 
a  fi-iend;  it  was  very  dark;  he  fell  backwards,  and 
was  dead  before  morning. 

Finding  my  business  again  in  a  prosperous  state,  I 
left  I^ew  York  the  8th  of  July,  on  a  visit  to  my  friends 
in  Scotland, 
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'    CHAPTER    IX. 

A  SCENE   AT  SEA. — JOUKN-ET  TO   THE  BAY  STATE  IN   JUNE,   1829. 

Ox  the  8tli  September,  1818,  I  sailed  from  Greenock 
in  the  Ii'is,  Captain  S.,  of  Xew  York.  One  morning, 
at  sunrise,  having  been  out  near  fom*  weeks,  we  dis- 
covered a  vessel  far  astern,  seemingly  following  our 
track.  The  captain,  after  looking  some  time  with  his 
glass,  observed,  "  That  fellow  wants  to  speak  us."  I 
requested  him  to  slacken  sail,  as  perhaps  they  were  in 
distress.  Having  now  a  fair  wind  and  a  good  breeze, 
he  was  loth  to  comply :  again  applying  his  glass,  and 
laying  it  down,  says  he,  "  They  want  to  speak  us."  I 
again  renewed  my  entreaties ;  the  captain  ordered  to 
take  in  sail.  When  the  vessel  came  up,  she  proved  to 
be  a  small  schooner  from  K'ova  Scotia,  bound  to  Liver- 
pool, laden  with  rum ;  had  encountered  a  storm  three 
days  previous  ;  her  decks  were  swept,  and  almost  a 
wreck,  with  only  five  gallons  of  water  on  board. 
"  I^ow,  captain,"  says  I,  ^'  had  you  known  their  situa- 
tion you  would  have  lain  by  all  day  for  them."  Says 
he,  "  I  would."  "  Well,  sir,"  says  I,  "  I  hope  you  will 
remember  this."  (At  this  time  we  were  about  the 
middle  of  the  Atlantic.)  Om'  captain  told  them  to 
launch  their  boat,  and  he  would  give  them  a  cask  of 
water.  They  rej)lied,  their  boat  was  stove,  and  would 
not  live  in  the  water.  "We  then  lowered  our  small  boat, 
rolled  a  hogshead  of  water  overboard;  three  of  our 
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men  in  tlie  boat  dragged  it  to  the  scliooner,  where  it 
was  hoisted  on  board.  They  gave  the  three  men  as 
much  rum  as  they  would  drink,  besides  a  quart-bottle 
full  to  each.  They  also  sent  a  demijohn,  containing 
five  gallons,  with  a  quantity  of  onions  and  lemons,  for 
the  caj)tain.  As  our  men  came  on  board,  I  observed 
the  bottles  under  their  jackets  ;  I  followed  them  below 
to  ascertain  what  they  had  got,  and  found  it  as  above 
stated  (observe,  I  was  the  only  cabin  j^assenger — 
there  were  twenty-two  in  the  steerage).  It  was  now 
eleven  o'clock,  a.  m.  ;  the  heavens  began  to  gather 
blackness,  and,  as  I  thought,  threatened  a  storm.  I 
told  the  captain  the  situation  of  the  three  men;  the 
liquor  they  had  drank  on  board  the  schooner  already 
made  them  unfit  for  duty.  "  Xow,"  says  I,  "  when  the 
others  go  down  to  dinner  they  will  drink  the  three 
bottles,  which  will  make  them  all  drunk ;  and  as  the 
sky  looks  threatening,  it  may  be  attended  with  serious 
consequences."  I  therefore  advised  that  he  would  go 
in  the  forecastle  and  get  from  them  two  of  the  bottles, 
which  afterwards  he  might  divide  among  them  when 
necessary.  He  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  said  there 
was  no  danger. 

Twelve  o'clock,  p.  m.,  it  blew  fresh.  "While  the  cap- 
tain and  I  were  at  dinner  I  heard  considerable  noise 
on  deck  between  the  mate  and  men,  but  said  nothing. 
As  was  my  custom  after  dinner,  I  was  sitting  on  the 
forecastle  smoking  my  pipe.  A  woman  from  the 
steerage,  with  a  child  in  her  arms,  came  flying  along 
and  screaming  with  all  her  might,  "  O  !  Mr.  Thorburn, 
Mr.  Thorburn,  come,  come,  the  captain  is  mm'dering 
the  men !"    I  made  for  midships  as  fast  as  possible, 
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when  I  beheld  the  captain  with  a  broadsword,  swing- 
ing away  among  the  crew  like  a  man  thrashing  oats. 

In  about  an  hour  after,  when  the  uproar  had  nearly 
ceased,  I  learned  that  the  men  had  di'unk  up  all  the 
rum,  as  I  predicted.  The  gale  had  increased  almost  to 
a  storm,  as  I  predicted.  The  sails  wanted  handling,  but 
the  crew  were  top-heavy  and  bottom-heavy,  and  when 
ordered,  first  by  the  mate  and  then  by  the  captain,  they 
were  unable  to  go  aloft.  He  ordered  one  of  them  to 
be  tied  up  and  flogged ;  the  others  resisted ;  he  ran  for 
his  sword,  and  was  flourishing  away  like  a  sans-culotte 
in  the  streets  of  Paris,  when  I  arrived  at  the  scene  of 
action.  Among  om'  hands  was  a  strong,  active  fellow 
by  the  name  of  Tom  :  he  was  with  Commander  Porter, 
in  the  Little  Essex,  when  she  fought  the  two  British 
sloo])s  of  war  till  the  blood  of  the  whole  crew  had  nearly 
run  out  at  the  scuppers.  This  man  seized  the  captain's 
arm,  wrenched  the  sword  from  his  hand,  and  next 
moment  it  skimmed  the  waves  like  a  sea-gull.  The 
captain  sprung  into  the  cabin  at  three  steps,  returned 
with  both  hands  full  of  pistols,  and  began  firing  away 
like  one  of  our  Pearl  street  Invincibles,  in  the  Park,  on 
the  4th  of  July.  Finally,  the  crew  laid  hold  of  the 
captain,  pistols  and  all,  pushed  him  down  the  cabin 
stairs,  and  shut  the  door.  During  all  this  aflray,  the 
mate  stood  holding  on  by  the  fore-chains,  and  trembling 
like  a  dog  on  a  sand-heap.  He  was  a  poor  milk-and- 
water-looking  son  of  a  woman :  he  looked  more  like  a 
psalm-singer  from  Danbury,  than  a  mate  on  the  quarter- 
deck of  a  shij).  Having  sailed  from  JS^ew  York  with 
this  captain  and  crew,  I  knew  the  trim  of  all  of  them. 
I  was  on  very  good  terms  with  the  men,  having  lent 
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them  books  to  read  when  they  had  leisure.  With  the 
help  of  the  mate,  passengers,  and  such  of  the  crew 
as  were  able  to  work,  we  got  the  ship  in  safe  trim.  I 
then  went  down  to  the  captain.  He  was  as  mad  as  a 
March  hare.  I  told  him  there  was  a  ship  to  leeward : 
he  took  his  glass,  and  after  a-  minute's  observation,  said 
she  was  bound  to  the  States,  and  added,  he  would  run 
down,  go  on  board  of  her,  and  leave  the  ship  to  the 
mate.  I  used  every  argument  to  dissuade  him  from 
this,  without  effect.  I  then  went  and  got  two  of  the 
women  passengers  out  of  the  steerage,  each  having  a 
child  in  her  arms.  I  hastily  told  them  how  they  should 
play  their  part.  (You  will  here  observe,  he  had  a  wife 
and  children  in  ISTew  York,  of  whom  he  appeared  very 
fond,  as  nothing  pleased  him  so  much  as  conversing 
about  them.)  We  now  descended  into  the  cabin,  re- 
newed the  attack  on  the  side  of  domestic  economy, 
spoke  to  him  of  his  own  wife  and  children,  &c.  The 
tears  of  the  mothers,  and  smiles  of  the  babes,  at  length 
prevailed :  he  consented  to  stay  by  the  ship.  (Perhaps 
it  may  be  well  to  remark,  by  the  way,  that  if  this  man 
had  been  a  hachelor^  we  might  have  all  gone  to  the 
bottom,  for  in  this  case  he  could  have  had  no  fellow- 
feeling  for  either  wives  or  children.)  By  this  time  we 
had  neared  the  vessel,  and  was  preparing  to  speak,  she 
lying-to  for  us.  I  requested  the  captain  to  say  nothing 
about  our  situation,  as  by  her  sailing  it  was  likely  she 
would  make  l!^ew  York  a  week  before  us  (we  got  in 
first  by  two  days,  however),  and  the  news  would  give 
his  family  and  mine  much  uneasiness :  to  .this  he  as- 
sented. The  ship  was  the  Comet,  from  Havre  to  ]^ew 
York. 
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But  here  om*  troubles  were  only  commencing.  He 
told  me  next  morning  lie  was  resolved  to  make  for 
Halifax,  and  deliver  over  to  the  British  authorities  his 
mutineers.  I  told  him,  as  soon  as  the  men  got  knowl- 
edge of  his  intention  they  would  throw  him  overboard 
(as  fliey  knew  the  British  government  made  short  work 
with  such  characters),  then  make  the  first  land,  and  run 
ofi'.  So  bj  this  means  we  passengers  may  all  go  to 
Davifs  locker.  He  finally  projDosed,  that  if  the  pas- 
sengers would  divide  themselves  into  watches  (there 
were  seventeen  men,  nine  to  go  with  him,  and  I  with 
eight  others  on  the  mate's  watch),  he  would  keep  on 
his  course.  I  then  dived  into  the  steeras^e,  and  had  a 
vast  deal  of  trouble  to  get  the  men  to  com^^ly ;  they  all 
said  the  captain  was  to  blame  for  not  taking  the  licpior 
from  the  men.  I  said  it  mattered  nothing  to  us  now 
who  was  to  blame ;  but  if  he  steered  for  Halifax,  and 
we  went  to  the  bottom,  they  would  never  see  Kew 
York.  With  many  more  frightful  words  I  labored  to 
persuade  them.  At  length  the  women  and  children 
began  to  cry,  and  the  men  were  compelled  to  give  in. 
I  then  told  them  the  captain  had  another  request,  which 
was,  that  every  man  who  had  either  a  gun  or  a  fowling- 
piece  should  loan  them  to  him  till  our  arrival  at  JSTew 
York ;  with  this  they  also  refused  to  comply  :  at  length 
they  offered  me  their  guns  to  carry  into  the  cabin ;  I 
told  them  I  cared  no  more  for  the  captain  than  for  the 
crew,  only  in  as  far  as  our  own  safety  was  concerned, 
and  provided  we  once  had  our  foot  in  Xew  York,  he 
and  they  might  go  to  IlackensacJc^  in  the  Jerseys,  for 
any  thing  I  cared :  but  says  I,  gentlemen,  half  measures 
won't  do  now ;  don't  behave  like  chikben,  but  act  like 
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men ;  every  one  of  you  shoulder  his  musket,  walk  down 
in  the  cabin ;  the  men  will  thus  see  you  are  determined 
to  support  the  captain- s  authority,  right  or  wi'ong ;  if  he 
has  injm'ed  them,  they  can  get  redress  by  the  laws  of 
their  own  country ;  but  let  us  look  to  ourselves.  This 
had  the  desired  effect ;  they  up  with  their  pieces  (seven 
in  number),  went  off  into  the  cabin,  while  I  remained 
behind.  The  crew  eyed  them  askant,  but  I  saw  their 
insolent  looks  had  fled,  and  were  replaced  with  some- 
thmg  like  fear.  The  captain  then  ordered  two  of  the 
men  to  be  confined  in  the  forecastle,  to  be  fed  on  bread 
and  water  till  we  arrived  at  I^ew  York,  and  threatened 
to  shoot  them  if  he  caught  them  abaft  the  windlass. 
One  of  the  confined  was  Tom  aforesaid,  a  desperate 
mad  fellow ;  he  swore  he  would  not  be  so  treated,  and 
threatened  to  come  on  deck.  I  ad^dsed  him  to  submit, 
and  if  he  sued  the  captain  when  we  arrived,  I  would 
assist  him  as  far  as  was  ris^ht.  He  was  fond  of  read- 
ing,  and  I  supplied  him  and  his  fellow-prisoner  with 
books,  which  made  the  time  pass  more  easily.  But 
between  them  and  the  captain  I  had  my  hands  full ; 
the  latter  was  very  passionate,  and  when  in  this  state 
was  not  to  be  controlled ;  however,  he  was  j)assionately 
fond  of  music  and  Scotch  songs.  We  had  a  few  Pais- 
ley weavers  among  the  passengers  who  could  sing  and 
play  well ;  I  gave  them  the  hint,  and  whenever  the  evil 
spirit  was  upon  him,  I  stepped  into  the  steerage.  J. 
M'Farlain  and  his  bass  mate  straightway  were  on  deck, 
exerting  their  powers,  vocal  and  instrumental ;  the 
sounds  never  failed  to  absorb  all  his  attention,  and  in 
this  way  we  kept  down  the  evil  spirit,  just  as  David  of 
old  played  the  devil  out  of  Saul.     From  this  night  till 
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our  arrival  in  [N'ew  York  (three  weeks)  the  other  pas- 
sengers and  I  stood  our  regular  watches  with  the  cap- 
tain, mate,  and  crew, — no  verj  pleasant  affair,  jou  may 
be  sure,  to  mount  watch  at  eight,  turn  in  at  twelve,  rise 
again  at  four,  and  stand  till  eight ;  but  the  thought  of 
home,  and  hopes  of  meeting  them  I  held  most  dear, 
still  kept  my  spirits  up.  Were  life's  voyage  never 
clouded  in  tempests,  we  could  not  so  sweetly  relish  the 
sunshine  of  prosperity.  These  events  took  place  in  the 
cold  dark  stormy  nights  of  October.  Often  in  the 
beginning  of  my  watch  have  we  shipped  a  sea,  been 
drenched  to  the  skin,  walked  the  deck  four  solitary 
horns ;  yet  I  was  not  sick  for  an  hour,  nor  ever  caught 
the  slightest  cold.  On  the  3d  of  November  we  anived, 
after  fifty-six  days'  passage.  Finding  all  well  more 
than  repaid  me  for  all  my  past  troubles.  As  soon  as 
the  ship  sti'uck  the  wharf,  the  hands  jumped  on  shore 
and  run  off,  the  captain  offering  no  hindrance.  JSText 
day  the  following  appeared  in  the  "  ]^ew  York  Gazette," 
4th  JsTovember,  1818. 

"A  Caed. — We,  the  passengers  on  board  the  ship 
Iris,  from  Greenock,  return  our  thanks  to  Captain  J.  S. 
for  his  care  and  attention  to  our  health  and  safety 
during  the  voyage ;  also  to  ]Mr.  Grant  Thorburn,  of 
]^ew  York,  cabin  passenger,  for  his  mild  and  concilia- 
tory exertions  in  suppressing  and  averting  the  conse- 
quences of  an  alarming  dispute  among  the  crew,  where- 
by our  lives  and  the  safety  of  the  vessel  were  for  some 
time  in  imminent  dansrer. 

(Signed)  Ja]mes  Andeesox, 

John  Laweence, 

In  behalf  of  the  other  passengers." 
4-x- 
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It's  of  no  use  for  a  man  to  write  his  journal,  except 
he  can  get  it  printed,  otherwise  nobody  will  know  that 
he  has  been  travelling  at  all ;  and  as  I  kept  one  when 
journeying  to  the  Bay  State,  in  June,  1829, 1  will  here 
occupy  a  few  pages  in  giving  it  publicity. 

I  heard  much  of  a  country  peopled  by  the  daughters 
of  '"Puritans  and  sons  of  the  Pilgrims ;  and,  besides, 
that  of  late  years  they  had  made  such  rapid  advances 
in  what  they  termed  rational  religion^  that  I  thought 
it  was  there  and  then  that  the  milletinium,  so  much 
spoken  of  in  the  "  Progress  of  the  Pilgrim,"  was  about 
to  commence.  I  was  anxious  to  see  this  people,  not  to 
take  the  height  of  their  cornstalks,  nor  the  diameter  of 
their  pumpkins  ;  but  among  them  I  thought  was  to  be 
found  the  perfection  of  the  chmxh  militant,  and  I 
longed  to  see  a  sight  so  imjDOsing.  Ton  will  see  in  the 
sequel  how  sadly  I  was  disappointed.  But  I'll  begin 
with  Fulton  slip,  from  which  we  started,  in  the  steam- 
boat Franklin.  After  we  passed  the  Gates  of  Ileh, 
and  got  over  the  Hog's  Back,  two  dangerous  rocks  in 
the  Sound,  on  the  eastern  shore  of  Manhattan  Island, 
the  captain,  knowing  from  former  experience  that  his 
goodly  boat  knew  the  road  well  enough  to  go  by  her- 
self, turned  his  attention  to  more  important  matters. 
He  sent  forth  a  little  boy,  his  face  as  black  as  Lehigh 
coal ;  a  bell,  white  as  silver,  in  his  hand,  went  tinkle, 
tinkle,  round  the  deck.  "Passens^ers  will  c:o  to  the 
captain's  office  and  pay  their  fare."  (Thinks  I,  these 
Yankees  have  their  office  of  deposits  everywhere.)  I 
was  carried  along  with  the  crowd,  and  came  to  a  stand 
with  my  head  right  under  the  port-hole,  or  office-^dndow, 
as  they  called  it;  when  up  came  squeezing  a  long- 
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legged  fellow,  and  shoved  me  aside  like  a  thing  of 
naught.  Says  I,  "  Sir,  in  Kew  York  he  who  comes 
first  with  his  jDail  to  the  pump  gets  it  first  filled."  He 
looked  down  on  me — that  was  all ;  he  held  between, 
his  finger  and  thnmb,  while  it  floated  with  the  breeze, 
a  fifty-dollar  bill, — as  much  as  to  say,  you  see  I  have- 
more  money  in  my  pm'se  than  wit  in  my  head.  Cap- 
tain Bunker,  with  one  eye  observed  the  manGDu^i'e, 
while  with  the  other  he  was  giving  change  from  a  ten- 
dollar  bill.  Says  he,  "  Mr.  T.,  it's  your  turn  next  (I 
wondered  where  he  got  my  name) ;  you  are  getting 
squeezed  among  these  big  men  ;  "  I'll  let  you  go." 
Mr.  Long-legs  looked  as  flat  as  a  pancake  withont  yeast. 
This  wee  bit  of  civility  from  the  captain  gave  me  a 
good  opinion  of  his  heart  and  head.  Having  nothing 
else  to  do,  I  observed  him  through  the  passage,  up- 
stairs and  down-stairs,  sunlight  and  moonlight ;  he  was 
always  doing  the  thing  as  it  ought  to  be ;  always  good- 
natured  and  laughing.  I  believe  if  he  stood  in  a  storm 
on  the  last  plank  of  his  boat  he  would  smile ;  though 
he  looks  like  one  that  would  never  give  up  the  ship 
w^hile  two  of  her  timbers  hung  together. 

]^ext  morning  we  saw  l^ewport.  I  wondered  to  see 
a  great  heap  of  men,  I  dare  say  near  a  hundred  of 
them,  bigging  up  something  like  a  great  stone  dyke, 
with  windows  in  it.  I  asked  the  captain  what  it  was 
for.  He  said  they  were  making  a  battery  of  one  hun- 
dred and  fifty  guns  for  the  jprotection  of  ITewport.  I 
thought  their  poverty  would  be  a  good  protection  for 
them. .  I  asked  if  the  men  wrought  by  the  day  or  the 
job.  He  said,  by  the  day,  he  believed.  I  thought  so ; 
for  from  the  time  the  boat  came  near  enough  to  see  the 
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white  of  their  eyes,  till  we  had  passed  them  so  far  that 
we  could  not  tell  the  color  of  their  coat,  they  stood 
gaping  and  looking ;  and  .from  a  hundred  men,  with 
each  a  hammer  in  his  hand,  you  could  not  hear  a  stroke 
in  a  minute. 

I  asked  if  the  town  or  state  paid  them  ?  He  answered, 
it  was  Uncle  Sam  paid  them.  Oho!  thinks  I,  this 
solves  the  whole  mystery ;  these  men  will  never  finish 
this  till  another  job  as  good  comes  to  hand.  Poor 
Uncle  Sam  has  not  only  to  pay  his  stewards  high 
wages  for  collecting  his  rents,  but  some  of  them  share 
off  twenty-five  or  thirty  per  cent,  for  commissions  ;  and 
others,  knowing  that  their  reign  will  be  short  (as  the 
next  man  who  comes  into  power  will  kick  them  out  of 
doors),  make  the  most  of  their  time,  and  so  become 
defaulters  for  the  w^hole.  I  really  wonder  how  Uncle 
Sam  gets  along  so  well  as  he  does. 

At  Providence,  coaches  were  ready ;  we  flew  through 
the   dust   and  sweat  of  the  day  like  Jehu.    At  the 

tavern  of ,  the  dinner  was  ready,  but  there  was  no 

contract  for  time  to  eat;  after  grace  from  Dr.  Cox 
(which  I  thought  was  too  long  for  the  occasion),  we 
began  to  eat.  Scarcely  had  I  swallowed  half  of  my 
first  course,  when  in  came  the  driver  hallooing,  "  All 
ready !"  I  thought  there  was  something  like  a  stable- 
yard  understanding  between  him  and  the  landlord ; 
for,  while  we  were  brushing  the  dust  from  our  clothes, 
mustering,  and  saying  grace,  he  was  eating  and  drink- 
ing as  fast  as  he  could,  and  I  did  not  observe  that  he 
paid  any  thing.  Having  a  fine  stern  breeze,  we  flew 
along  at  the  rate  of  ten  knots  an  hour,  amidst  clouds 
of  smoke  and  dust.    All  along  I  could  sec  houses,  and 
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.doors,  and  windows,  and  folks  looking  ontof  them; 
but  I  had  no  time  to  inquire  either  into  tlieir  principles 
or  practice  :  so  I  wisely  resolved  (as  I  thought)  to  sus- 
pend all  further  inquiries  till  I  got  to  Boston,  setting 
down  in  my  mind,  that  if  I  found  the  fountain  pure, 
the  streams  would  be  pure  also.  'We  arrived  at  the 
Eagle  Tavern  about  sundown;  the  ladies'  hats  and 
frocks,  which  in  the  steamboat  showed  colors  enough 
to  have  decked  fifteen  rainbows,  were  now  one,  viz., 
ashes  on  ashes,  and  dust  on  dust. 

'Next  day  being  Saturday,  as  I  could  not  prosecute 
my  main  inquiry,  I  went  to  Bunker's  Hill.  By  the 
monument  I  stood  with  feelings  all  my  own ;  the  history 
of  that  battle  brought  to  my  mind  the  fii'st  of  my  news- 
paper recollections ;  but  a  tale  hangs  there,  which  I 
have  not  time  to  repeat,  nor  a  wish  to  tell  to  every 
ear — but  the  monument — I  wish  it  were  finished.  The 
young  ladies  of  Boston  can  do  it  alone.  Let  them  with 
one  consent  place  a  neat  little  box  on  every  sideboard ; 
when  their  young  friend  presents  them  's\T.th  a  box- 
ticket,  receive  it  with  thanks,  and  add,  "  Now  we  are 
going  to  finish  the  monument — for  one  year  from  this 
date  we  will  suspend  this  pleasure."  Let  the  price  of 
the  tickets  be  placed  in  that  box,  and  our  monument  of 
gratitude  will  rise.  The  Boston  Elm,  a  monument  of 
antiquity — I  stood  under  its  shadows  with  great  delight, 
and  thought  of  former  days.  Were  a  neat  stone  fence 
two  feet  high,  and  an  iron  railing  three  feet  more, 
placed  round  this  tree,  it  would  protect  its  bark  from 
the  knife  of  idle  boys,  and  its  roots  from  the  foot  of  the 
ox ;  six  wagon-loads  of  good  fresh  mould  laid  on  the 
surface  would  help  to  invigorate  its  old  age ;  one  dollar 
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from  eacli  of  the  owners  of  those  princely  mansions 
romid  the  mall  wonld  accomplish  this. 

I  rose  abont  five  on  Sabbath  morning,  resolving  to 
examine  the  exterior  and  interior  of  the  chm^ches. 
Whenever  I  could  spy  a  steeple  for  a  guide,  into  most 
of  them  I  found  access,  as  the  sextons  were  either  dust- 
ing inside  or  sv/eeping  outside.  I  thought  this  was 
hardly  consistent  with  purity^  for  they  might  give  the 
man  a  dollar  a  week  more,  and  he  would  do  this  work 
on  Saturday  afternoon.  I  was  struck  with  the  grandeur 
of  all  of  them  (they  beat  our  JSTew  York  churches  hol- 
low). I  was  pleased  that  they  did  not  let  the  house  of 
God  lie  in  ruins,  while  they  themselves  were  living  in 
palaces.  But  there  was  such  a  wonderful  profusion  of 
scarlet  curtains  and  scarlet  cushions  behind  the  j^ews 
and  before  the  pews,  behind  the  pulpit  and  before  the 
pulpit,  I  thought  it  had  an  aioful  squinting  at  the 
mother  of  harlots  riding  on  the  scarlet  beast,  whereof 
you  may  see  a  more  particular  account  in  the  ITth 
chapter  of  the  Eevelations,  from  the  fii'st  verse  to  the 
end.  Li  another  church,  where  the  back  of  the  pulpit 
was  near  as  broad  as  the  east  end  of  the  City  Hotel,  in 
Broadway,  w^as  an  anchor  hung  up,  large  enough  for 
the  Washington  7-i ;  and,  in  place  of  tarred  ropes,  it 
was  bound  round  the  stock  with  fine  scarlet  cords ;  the 
wall  was  covered  with  scarlet  cloth.  I  should  think 
there  w^as  a  hundred  yards  of  it,  which  hung  in  beauti- 
ful festoons  over  the  flukes  of  the  anchor.  The  sexton 
told  me  the  cloth  and  anchor  was  made  a  present  to  the 
church  by  a  single  gentleman,  and  that  it  cost  a  thou- 
sand dollars.  Presuming  the  man  was  a  bachelor,  as 
the  words  s'mgle  gentleman  seemed  to  imply,  I  thought 
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he  liad  better  have  bought  fuiTiitiire  with  the  one  thou- 
sand dollars,  and  gone  to  housekeeping  with  one  of 
those  bonny  lasses  I  saw  playing  under  the  elm-tree ; 
and  he  had  better  have  painted  the  back  of  the  pulpit  a 
good  sky-blue  color,  and  given  the  balance  to  the  poor 
missionaries,  or  even  to  one  of  the  Female  Auxiliary 
Temperance  Societies,  whereby  these  kind-hearted  crea- 
tures would  have  been  enabled  to  feed  and  clothe  a  few 
score  of  these  poor  starving  brats,  whose  fathers  drink 
up  all  their  money  in  rum,  because  the  bread  is  so  dear. 
But  I  don-t  mean  to  enter  into  the  merits  of  this  case. 
I  only  tell  you  what  I  thought:  this  was  a  rational 
church,  and  I  dare  say  the  man  thought  he  was  acting 
on  rational  principles,  and  that  is  enough  for  me, 
especially  ^s  I  found  the  pm-itan  churches  decked  out 
pretty  much  in  the  same  manner — nothing  but  the 
eternal  red  scarlet  every^vhere,  like  the  hats  of  the  fat 
cardinals  at  Rome. 

At  ten  the  bell  rang,  as  it  does  in  Xgw  York :  the 
minister  told  the  folks  to  join  with  him  in  singing  to 
the  jjraise  and  glory  of  God.  Had  you  seen  me  at  this 
moment,  with  mouth  open,  and  eyes  staring  with  sur- 
prise, when,  instead  of  joining  with  him  in  singing  to 
the  praise  and  glory  of  God,  up  starts  a  long  string  of 
young  lads  and  lasses,  who  sung  out  most  lustily  to  the 
praise  and  glory  of  themselves^  and  behind  them  was  an 
organ,  roaring  as  loud  as  the  arms  of  the  man  and  the 
wind  of  the  bellows  could  make  it :  I  thought,  if  this  be 
worship,  a  pair  of  Scotch  bag-pipes  might  do  as  well. 
I  turned  to  see  how  the  minister  brooked  the  affront,  as 
no  one  joined  with  him ;  when  lo !  there  he  stood  as 
mute  as  a  mummy,  ]iis  psalm-book  shut,  a  hand  on 
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eacli  side  of  the  pulj)it,  supporting  his  noble  frame  ;  liis 
face,  instead  of  displaying  anger  (as  I  expected),  was 
almost  mantling  with  a  complacent  smile,  as  he  looked 
under  the  broad  brims  of  the  lasses'  hats,  and  seemed 
absorbed  in  contemplating  the  sweetness  of  their  warb- 
ling throats.  His  ruddy  cheek  and  glistening  brow 
told  me  in  accents  louder  than  the  organ's  roar,  that, 
however  satisfied  he  might  be  to  worship  God  'bj  proxy ^ 
he  did  not  carry  the  principle  into  the  ordinary  walks 
of  life — at  least  in  as  far  as  eating  and  drinking  was 
concerned.  By  the  time  they  had  sung  a  verse,  I  found 
it  was  a  good  old  Scotch  tune,  by  the  name  of  French^ 
they  were  at ;  and  as  I  had  joined  with  a  thousand 
voices  in  the  old  Grayfriars'  Kirk,  Edinburgh,  forty 
years  ago,  in  singing  "  David's  Psalms"  to  this  same 
tune,  I  up  with  my  book,  turned  my  back  to  the  minis- 
ter, like  the  rest,  and  sung  away  as  loud  as  I  could, 
keeping  time  with  the  lads  lip  stairs.  The  folks  stared : 
one  said,  "  He  is  a  Yorker" — others  that  I  was  daft ; 
but,  thinks  I,  they  may  laugh  that  win ;  I  am  doing 
my  duty  in  joining  with  the  lasses  (if  the  minister 
won't)  in  singing  praise,  and  at  any  rate,  am  leaving 
testimony  against  this  anti-puritan  mode  of  worship ; 
BO  I  sung  on  to  the  end  of  the  hymn.  Tliinks  I  to  my- 
self, these  folks'  religion  may  be  rational  enough  for 
aught  that  I  know ;  but  they  appear  to  me  to  have  a 
queer  way  of  showing  it.  I  thought  how  much  better  this 
thinir  is  done  in  Scotland.  Professor  Silliman,  in  his 
journey  through  that  country,  takes  notice  of  being  in 
the  Tron  Kirk  of  Edinburgh,  where  generally  about  a 
thousand  2:>eople  assemble  for  worshij)  on  Sabbath  days. 
He  says  they  all  joined,  men,  women,  and  children,  in 
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sinf^itis:  the  Scotcli  version  of  the  Psalms  :  it  made  him 
feel  as  if  standing  on  the  outside  of  heaven's  walls,  and 
hearing  the  sound  as  the  sound  of  many  waters,  &c., 
and  it  thrilled  his  very  soul.  These  are  not  the  exact 
words  (as  I  have  not  his  book  by  me),  but  they  are  the 
substance. 

In  the  afternoon  I  went  to  another  church,  to  see  if  I 
could  find  any  thing  more  pure.  The  minister,  after 
inviting  the  people  to  join  with  him,  &c.,  having  read 
a  hymn,  and  the  organ  played  a  solo,  a  woman,  dressed 
pretty  enough,  and  her  cheeks  I  thought  rather  more 
ruddy  than  nature  commonly  paints  them  in  the  month 
of  June,  got  up  and  sang  most  sweetly  all  alone  by 
herself,  praise  and  glory  in  the  name  of  the  whole  con- 
gregation, as  I  could  neither  see  man  nor  minister  that 
joined  her :  nothing  was  heard  but  her  sweet  pipes, 
and  the  tin  pipes  of  the  organ.  After  I  got  out,  I 
asked  a  decent-looking  man  who  she  was  that  sung  ? 
He  said  she  belonged  to  the  play-actor  folk ;  and,  if 
he  was  rightly  informed,  had  been  singing  at  twelve 
o'clock  the  night  previous,  in  one  of  the  theatres,  to  the 
fraise  and  glory  of  the  deml.  Tlie  puritan  church 
paid  her  three  hundred  dollars,  and  the  devil's  church 
six  hundred  dollars  per  annum ;  so,  between  the  tioo^ 
she  cuts  a  bright  figm-e.  I  said  to  myself,  if  one  of 
those  stern  old  pilgrims  who  landed  on  Plymouth  rock 
that  cold  stonny  day,  with  their  noses  as  red  as  a 
northwest  moon,  were  to  enter  now,  how  these  pigmy 
degenerates  would  sneak  into  mice-holes  !  To  return — 
(but  I  must  observe,  that  all  the  ministers  I  heard  in 
this  eastern  country  are  readers,  not  preachers  of  the 
Gospel).     After  the  woman  had  finished  her  song  the 
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minister  made  a  very  decent  jDrayer.  In  it  he  besought 
the  Lord  to  lay  plentifully  to  his  hands  of  the  food  of 
soids^  &c.  ^ow,  thinks  I,  we  will  have  a  preaching. 
Well,  his  prayer  finished,  without  a  blush  on  his  face, 
he  2)ulls  from  his  pocket  a  roll  of  black  leather,  in  form 
of  a  tobacco-pouch ;  from  this  he  unrolls  about  a  sheet 
of  paper,  and,  without  ever  opening  the  Bible,  reads  a 
text  from  the  head  of  the  sheet,  and  so  reads  on  till  he 
comes  to  Amen,  at  the  end  of  the  sheet.  I  wondered 
at  the  indecency  (to  call  it  no  worse)  of  the  man.  Did 
he  think  he  was  addressing  a  stock  or  a  stone,  that  did 
not  hear  him?  Did  he  suj^pose  his  Maker  did  not 
know  that  all  the  food  he  was  about  to  deal  out  to  the 
hungry  souls  before  him  was  in  his  j)ocket  ?  I  have 
heard  this  same  mode  of  prayer  used  by  reading  min- 
isters in  ]^ew  York.  I  hope  hereafter  they  will  pray 
for  the  blessing  of  light,  and  eyesight,  and  the  use  of 
their  tongue;  for,  by  this  system  of  reading,  I  had 
almost  said  they  put  it  out  of  the  power  of  God  Al- 
mighty to  help  them.  I  have  been  to  Guilford  and 
Stonington,  to  Bambury  and  Danbury — everywhere 
they  read  their  sermons,  and  sing  praise  by  proxy. 

It  was  harvest,  and  very  warm.  Saturday  was  fine 
for  getting  in  the  grain :  it  was  full  moon.  Many  of 
the  farmers  kept  their  men-servants  and  maid-servants, 
their  oxen  and  tlieir  jackasses,  at  work  till  one  o'clock 
.on  Sunday  morning.  At  half-past  ten  they  got  all  to 
church.  The  minister  began  to  read  off  his  task ;  but 
scarcely  had  he  got  to  tliirdly^  when  I  looked  round 
and  found  they  were  all  asleep  except  a  few  old  women 
(and  they  would  have  been  asleep  also,  but  having 
dozed-  for  the  last  forty  years  under  the  droppings  of 
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tliis  drowsy  preaching,  for  the  life  of  them  they  could 
not  sleep  an  hour  longer),  and  about  two  dozen  of  Sun- 
day scholars  in  the  gallery,  who  were  cutting  sticks  to 
make  windmills.  I  observed  that  the  teachers,  male 
and  female,  were  asleep,  and  the  minister  was  reading 
the  dead  languages.  To  keep  myself  awake,  my 
thoughts  run  ahead  in  the  following  strain : — Before 
this  I  never  could  comprehend  what  was  the  employ- 
ment of  those  chaps  in  Yale  College  who  are  called 
professors  of  the  dead  langiiages.  I  now  felt  satisfied 
that  it  must  be  they  who  teach  the  young  Yankees  to 
read  sermons ;  but  what  a  pity  the  old  fanners,  their 
fathers,  should  squeeze  and  starve  all  the  rest  of  the 
family  to  raise  forty  dollars  per  month,  to  pay  board 
and  fees,  and  fii-e  and  candles,  and  pens  and  paper,  to 
teach  a  boy  to  read  sermons  m  [N'ew  Haven.  Only 
send  them  to  Xew  York,  and  we  will  teach  them  for 
ten  sMllings  per  month  to  read  nearer  to  the  points 
than  many  whom  I  heard ;  and  they  can  buy  for  one 
hundred  as  many  sermons  as  they  can  read  in  fifty 
years :  this,  too,  would  save  a  great  deal  of  paper,  for 
a  sermon  reads  just  as  well  when  printed  as  written. 
TTe  have  heard  much  of  the  march* of  intellect  since 
the  days  of  the  pilgrims ;  but  with  regard  to  pulpit 
life,  oratory,  and  eloquence,  it  has  been  in  an  awful 
retrograde  line.  Cotton  Mather,  and  his  contemporary 
champions  of  truth,  would  preach  hom*3  on  a  stretch 
without  a  i^aper  within  a  mile  of  them  except  their 
Bible.  The  Edwardses  and  ^itherspoons,  the  Rogerses 
and  Lins,  the  Livingstons  and  Masons,  made  the  souls 
of  their  hearers,  as  well  as  the  walls  of  their  churches, 
tremble,  with  their  extempore  pulpit  eloquence.     !Xow 
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we  have  boys  fresli  from  the  college ;  their  beards  as 
soft  as  the  down  on  a  mushroom-top ;  green  spectacles  to 
hide  their  conscious  shame,  reading  from  a  dead  paper 
to  a  company  of  dead  souls,  and  with  a  manner,  too, 
as  dead  as  the  devil  (who  always  attends  church)  could 
wish  it.  Why,  if  these  men  were  to  go  into  congress, 
the  bench,  or  even  the  theatre  so,  they  would  be  kicked 
from  the  hall,  or  hissed  from  the  stage.  Is  it  not  a 
shame,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  that  a  man  in  congress, 
or  in  a  court  of  justice,  will  speak  hours  to  the  purjDOse, 
and  often  in  support  of  a  doubtful  point,  without 
23aper,  and  yet  a  minister  of  the-  Gospel,  who  has  the 
range  of  three  worlds — heaven,  earth,  and  hell — with 
all  the  sublime  doctrines  of  the  Bible  at  his  finger-ends, 
can't  speak  forty  minutes  without  a  quire  of  paper  held 
up  as  an  extinguisher  of  truth  between  his  eyes  and 
the  eyes  of  his  hearers  ?  If  you  want  to  convince  men 
in  argument,  they  must  see  the  fire  of  truth  flash  from 
your  eyes.  When  Paul  stood  before  Felix,  and  rea- 
soned of  righteousness,  temperance,  and  a  future  judg- 
ment, his  eyes  kindled  with  the  mighty  theme,  darting 
conviction  through  the  eyes  of  the  tyrant  into  the  dark 
corners  of  his  guilty,  black,  iron-bound  soul-case,  which 
made  him  tremble  on  his  throne, — yes,  on  his  throne, 
and  before  a  prisoner  in  chains,  too.  Truth,  when  well 
sj)oken  (not  read),  will  make  any  tyrant  tremble. 

There  is  no  excuse  for  this  hanislier  of  pulpit  elo- 
quence— laziness  is  the  cause.  Forty  years  ago,  you 
would  rarely  have  seen  a  paper  in  any  pulpit  in  New 
York.  The  abilities  of  our  young  men  are  as  good  now 
as  they  were  then ;  memory,  like  all  faculties  of  the 
mind,  will  improve  by  using;  ministers  only,  of  all 
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public  speakers,  take'neitlier  pride  nor  pains  to  excel. 
Were  I  a  minister,  I  would  throw  my  paper  in  the  fire, 
and  saj,  I  will  be  second  to  none,  were  it  only  for  the 
honor  of  the  j^rofession.  The  ministers  in  the  devil's 
church,  the  theatre,  deal  out  their  fictions  and  lies  in 
such  a  solemn  strain  of  eloquent  pathos,  that  they  can 
chain  the  attention  of  their  audience,  and  bathe  them  in 
tears  for  hours ;  but  many  of  the  ministers  of  the  Most 
High  deal  out  their  solemn  realities  as  if  they  were 
mere  fictions,  and  they  can  barely  keep  the  people  from 
going  to  sleep.  The  "  thoughts  that  breathe  and  words 
that  burn"  never  flowed  from  off  a  paper.  One  Sabbath 
evening,  about  seventeen  years  ago,  I  went  into  the 
brick  meeting  to  hear  Dr.  W.,  from  Connecticut,  preach. 
There  he  stood,  with  all  the  insia^nia  of  ofiice — white 
bands,  silk  cloak,  and  tassels  enough  to  bedeck  a 
modern  hearse — a  tall,  fincflooking  man.  I  thought  he 
was  Boanerges  personified.  Out  came  his  paper :  he 
read  along  pretty  well  for  fifteen  minutes.  The  thun- 
der began  to  roll  over  Snake  Hill,  in  the  Jerseys ;  the 
heavens  were  clothed  in  darkness,  his  spectacles  failed, 
and  he  was  obliged  to  sit  down,  till  the  sexton  j^rocm-ed 
lighted  candles.  I  thought  this  spoke  more  than  vol- 
umes against  the  pernicious  practice  of  reading.  How- 
ever, next  day  I  learned  he  had  been  a  professor  of 
theology  for  seven  years  previous,  and  being  a  man  of 
a  very  charitable  tm-n  of  mind,  I  thought  it  was  proba- 
ble he  might  have  given  away  whatever  little  stock  of 
divinity  he  once  possessed,  for  the  benefit  of  those 
young  students  whose  heads  he  had  been  j^olishing,  and 
thereby  left  nothing  to  himself.  I  also  learned  he  had 
been  a  preacher  for  twenty  years,  ten  of  which  he  had 
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passed  away  under  the  title  of  doctor  of  divinity ;  but 
there  he  sat,  and  could  not  speak  one  word  for  his 
Master,  without  the  help  of  paper,  ink,  and  candle- 
light. Such  were  my  reflections  returning  home  in  the 
steamboat  Washington,  Captain  Comstock. 

But  I  have  said  nothing  of  the  town.  The  men  were 
kind,  sociable,  and  sober.  I  heard  it  said  that  their 
temperance  societies  existed  long  before  the  Revolution. 
The  merchants  are  not  quite  so  bustling  as  in  JSTew 
York,  but  I  think  they  do  it  more  cannily.  Tou  meet 
very  few  by  two  o'clock  who  have  ^yq  hundred  dollars 
short  painted  on  their  countenance.  Their  markets  are 
fine,  neat,  and  clean — all  shut  up  as  tight  as  a  store  at 
night.  ISTo  drunken,  dirty  rascal  sleeps  there  at  night, 
as  in  our  markets,  on  the  stalls,  till  aroused  in  the 
morning  by  the  butcher  throwing  down  his  quarters  of 
beef.  Their  provision-shoxD^  are  well  supplied,  and  are 
a  great  convenience  to  the  inhabitants — a  blessing  we 
are  deprived  of  in  New  York  by  law.  The  ladies  are 
handsome,  intelligent,  and  good-natm^ed. 
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CHAPTER   X. 
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PURCHASE  THE  FRIENDS    MEETING-HOUSE  AND    GROUNDS. — INSTANCE   OP   SPE- 
CIAL  PROVIDENCE. THOMAS     PAINE. ANECDOTE     OF    HIM. HIS    NARROW 

.      ESCAPE  FROM  EXECUTION  IN  FRANCE. EFFECTS  OF  INFIDELITY  IN  FRAJ\CE. 

GENERAL  MOREAU. 

DuEDTG  the  time  I  was  gardening  in  Isqw  Jersey,  I 
sunk  twelve  thousand  dollars  and  upwards  ;  but  when, 
in  1825,  I  made  the  purchase  of  the  Friends'  Meeting- 
House,  this  loss  was  providentially  made  u^d  to  me  in 
one  day,  inasmuch  as  I  paid  twenty  thousand  five 
hundred  dollars  for  the  Meeting-House  and  ground, 
and  in  a  few  days  thereafter  was  offered  forty  thou- 
sand, and  again  was  oflered  fifty  thousand  and  up- 
wards. The  house  was  situated  in  Liberty  street,  and 
had  been  occupied  by  the  Society  as  a  place  of  bm-ial, 
school,  and  meeting-house,^  for  upwards  of  140  years. 

For  the  following  reasons  I  think  I  see  the  kind  hand 
of  Providence  in  this  matter.  As  it  was  a  transaction 
of  great  importance,  I  earnestly  prayed  for  dii:ection 
from  Him  who  has  said,  "Acknowledge  me  in  all  yom' 


*  It  is  another  curious  incident  in  my  life,  that  I  -vvas  making  nails  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  street  at  the  time  the  Meeting-House  (after- 
wards my  store)  was  building — part  of  the  nails  used  were  made  by 
myself.  Little  thought  my  good  friends  (the  Quakers),  while  they  were 
paying  me  for  nails  to  assist  in  rearing  the  Meeting-House,  that,  at  the 
same  time,  they  were  preparing  for  me  a  shop,  wherein  to  sell  seeds — 
but  BO  Providence  orders  our  lot. 
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ways,  and  I  will  direct  your  steps."  I  did  so,  and  I 
tliink  he  directed  me  in  that  important  matter ;  for,  1st, 
Every  step  I  took  towards  furthering  my  views  suc- 
ceeded beyond  my  expectations.  2d,  Every  time  I 
went  to  see  any  of  the  persons  concerned  in  the  sale,  I 
always  found  them  at  home,  and  did  the  business  I 
went  about  without  once  going  on  what  we  call  a  needless 
errand.  3d,  I  bought  it  at  private  sale — a  circum- 
stance which  had  not  happened,  in  the  sale  of  so  much 
valuable  property  in  the  lower  part  of  the  city,  for  very 
many  years.  The  circumstance  is  more  remarkable,  as 
several  individuals  had  also  applied  to  make  a  pur- 
chase ;  also  the  ISTew  York  Athenaeum,  and  other  pub- 
lic bodies ;  besides  several  gentlemen,  w^ho  wished  to 
have  it  for  building  lots.  Likewise,  a  company  of  gen- 
tlemen in  the  lower  part  of  the  city  had  a  plan  laid  out, 
and  a  company  organized  to  purchase  it  at  any  rate,  for 
the  purpose  of  converting  it  into  a  select  school  for 
their  daughters.  In  this  state  of  things  each  party  was 
preparing  for  the  contest  of  public  sale.  One  broker 
since  told  me  that  he  was  authorized  to  bid  as  high  as 
$32,000.  I  purchased  six  lots  for  $26,000,  Mr.  Tillet- 
son  paying  $5200 :  so  our  four  lots  on  Liberty  street, 
with  the  building,  cost  us  only  $20,800.  Every  one 
who  knew  the  circumstance  was  sm^prised,  and  unable 
to  conceive  a  reason  for  its  being  sold  at  private  sale. 
Under  the  above  circumstances,  for  my  own  part,  I  can 
only  say  that  so  Providence  ordered  it  should  come  to 
our  hands ;  for,  had  it  come  to  j^ublic  sale,  it  would 
have  gone  far  higher  than  our  business  would  afford  to 
pay  the  interest  for  the  j)urchase  money. 

Om*  expenses  in  erecting  a  green-house,  and  other 
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necessary  fixtures  for  carrying  on  our  business  to 
advantage,  were  great ;  however,  our  sales  so  increased, 
that  we  were  able  to  meet  the  demands. 

The  following  is  one  out  of  many  instances  in  which 
Providence  directed  me,  almost  by  miracle,  in  the 
furtherance  of  the  seed  establishment.  In  April,  1803, 
I  commenced  the  selling  of  seeds.  One  evening,  in 
the  fall  of  the  year,  a  merchant  gave  me  an  order  for  a 
quantity  of  spring-wheat :  at  that  time  I  knew  not 
there  was  such  an  article  in  use.  However,  I  promised 
to  get  it  if  possible.  At  the  same  time  there  lived,  at 
the  corner  of  Stone  and  Mill  streets,  a  grain-broker,  by 
the  name  of  Eeynolds.  Next  morning  I  started  with 
the  intention  of  making  my  first  inquiry  of  him.  Hav- 
ing a  small  bill  against  Mr.  Henry  Coster,  whose  ofiice 
was  situated  in  William  street,  directly  opposite  the 
post-ofiice,  I  took  it  along  with  me,  as  it  lay  in  my 
w^ay.  When  I  entered  the  ofiice,  Mr.  Coster  was  con- 
versing with  a  gentleman;  Mr.  Coster  inquired  my 
business,  and  insisted  that  I  should  stop  :  their  conver- 
sation continuing,  I  again  oftered  to  retire,  but  was 
prevented  by  Mr.  Coster,  who  observed  he  should  be 
at  leisure  presently.  In  a  few  minutes  the  gentleman 
went  out ;  I  finished  my  business,  and,  just  as  I  crossed 
over  to  the  post-ofiice,  I  met  J.  Patrick  coming  out 
with  a  handful  of  letters.  As  we  were  going  the  same 
way,  his  office  being  on  the  west  side  of  Old  Slip,  we 
kept  company,  talking  about  the  weather,  &c.,  till  we 
came  to  the  corner  of  Stone  street.  Just  as  I  was 
turning  to  pursue  my  original  intention  of  calling  on 
Eeynolds,  at  the  corner  of  Mill  street,  says  Mr.  Patrick, 
"  Mr.  Thorburn,'  as  you  are  a  seedsman,  do  you  know 
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of  any  one  who  wants  a  quantity  of  sp^ing-wlieat^ 
which  was  sent  me  yesterday  from  Hudson  ?"  Sur23rise 
prevented  me  from  answering  for  a  few  moments  :  I 
did  not  tell  him  I  was  in  pursuit  of  the  article,  but  we 
walked  to  his  store,  when  I  made  an  easy  purchase  of 
the  whole.  Returning  and  ruminating  on  the  circum- 
stances and  occurrences  of  the  last  half  hour,  I  thought 
I  would  still  call  o;i  Reynolds.  He  had  no  spring- 
wheat,  nor  did  he  know  where  it  could  be  found.  He 
said  very  few  raised  it,  and  it  was  seldom  brought  to 
the  city. 

Thus,  you  see,  had  I  not  met  Mr.  Patrick  at  that 
precise  moment,  I  should  have  gone  on  a  needless 
errand ;  and  had  not  Mr.  Coster  twice  detained  me, 
against  my  wishes,  I  should  not  have  met  Mr.  Patrick 
coming  out  of  the  post-office. 

I  could  relate  many  such  instances,  in  which  I  could 
see  the  directing  hand  of  Providence,  and  abundant 
proofs  that  not  a  sparrow  falls  to  the  ground  without 
the  notice  of  our  heavenly  Father : 

In  each  event  of  life  how  clear 

Thy  ruling  hand  I  see ! 
Each  blessing  to  my  soul  more  dear, 

Because  conferred  by  Thee. 

"When  I  look  back  I  remember  some  ludicrous  and 
curious  scenes  in  which  I  have  been  part  actor.  I  have 
come  in  contact  with  several  of  the  men  whose  names 
have  borne  a  consj^icuous  part  in  the  history  of  the  last 
forty  years :  such  as  Thomas  Paine,  General  Moreau, 
'&c.  "When  Thomas  Paine  escaped  from  the  dungeon 
of  the  Committee  of  Safety,  men  whom  the  writings  of 
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Paine,  and  such  as  Paine,  had  tm-ned  into  monsters, 
he  put  up  at  the  City  Hotel  in  this  city.  One  morning, 
about  nine  o'clock,  a  person  came  in  my  store  and 
stated  that  he  was  standing  on  the  steps  in  front.  As 
I  lived  in  the  next  street,  and  being  anxious  to  see  him, 
I,  with  two  gentlemen  who  happened  to  be  in  the  store 
at  the  time,  went  round  to  have  a  look  at  him  ;  but  be- 
fore we  got  there,  he  stepped  in.  While  I  stood  con- 
sidering how  to  get  a  sight  of  him,  I  observed  Samuel 
Loudon,  the  printer,  enter  the  hotel.  As  I  knew 
Samuel  and  he  were  copatriots  through  the  whole  of 
the  American  Revolution,  I  presumed  he  was  going  to 
see  his  old  friend.  I  proposed  to  my  companions  to 
go  in ;  and  as  I  was  acquainted  with  Mr.  Loudon,  we 
would  thus  get  introduced.  They  declined  going.  As 
I  went  alone,  I  asked  the  waiter — 

"  Is  Mr.  Paine  at  home  ?"     "  Yes." 

"  In  his  own  room  ?"     "  Yes." 

"Alone?"    "Yes." 

"  Can  I  see  him  ?"     "  FoUow  me." 

He  ushered  me  into  a  spacious  room,  where  the 
table  was  set  for  breakfast — a  gentleman  at  the  table 
writing,  another  reading  the  paper.  At  the  furtiier 
end  of  the  room  a  long,  lank,  coarse-looking  figure 
stood  with  his  back  to  the  fire.  From  the  resemblance 
to  portraits  I  had  seen  in  his  Riglits  of  Man  I  knew  ife 
was  Paine.  While  I  followed  the  waiter,  presuming 
Paine  was  alone,  I  was  preparing  an  exordium  to  in- 
troduce myself  to  a  plain  republican  alone ;  but  when 
I  thus  found  myself  in  company  with  the  great  author 
of  "  Common  Sense,"  for  a  moment  I  was  at  a  stand. 
Says  I,  "  Gentlemen,  is  Mr.  Paine  in  this  room  V^    He 
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stepped  towards  me  and  answered,  "  My  name  is 
Paine."  I  held  out  my  hand,  and  while  I  held  his, 
says  I,  "Mr.  Paine,  and  you,  gentlemen,  will  please 
excuse  my  abrupt  entry ;  I  came  out  of  mere  curiosity 
to  see  the  man  whose  writings  have  made  so  much 
noise  in  the  world."  Paine  answered,  "I  am  very 
glad  your  curiosity  is  so  easily  satisfied."  Says  I, 
"  Good  morning,  gentlemen ;"  walked  out,  and  shut 
the  door  behind  me.  I  heard  them  all  burst  out  into 
a  loud  laugh.  Thinks  I,  they  may  laugh  that  win; 
I  have  seen  Paine,  and,  all  things  considered,  have 
made  a  good  retreat.  The  gentlemen  called  the  waiter, 
and  inquired  who  that  was.  "  It  is  Thorburn,  the 
seedsman."  They  reported  the  matter  at  the  coffee- 
house, and  among  their  acquaintances.  As  the  story 
travelled,  it  was  told  with  all  manner  of  additions. 
One  was,  that  I  told  Paine  he  was  a  rascal ;  had  it  not 
been  for  his  books  I  would  never  have  left  my  native 
country,  &c.,  &c.  In  short,  there  was  nothing  heard 
for  many  days  but  Thorburn's  visit  to  Mr.  Paine. 

At  that  time  I  was  clerk,  or  psalm-singer,  in  the 
Scotch  Presbyterian  church  in  Cedar  street,  of  which 
the  famous  Dr.  John  M.  Mason  was  the  minister.  The 
church-session  caught  the  alarm ;  an  extra  meeting  was 
called.  To  be  sure  I  was  not  noticed  to  attend — ^per- 
haps they  were  afraid  of  contamination  from  one  who 
had  shaken  hands  with  Mr.  Paine.  Be  that  as  it  may, 
I  was  suspended  from  office  for  some  months. 

A  few  years  after  this,  when  Paine  had  fallen  into 
disrepute,  and  his  company  shunned  by  the  more  re- 
spectable of  his  friends,  on  account  of  his  un2:>opular 
writings  and  hard  drinking,  he  boarded  in  the  house 
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of  one  William  Carver,  a  blacksmith  and  liorse-doctor. 
Tids  Cai'ver  and  I  had  wrought  jom-neywork  together 
in  the  same  shop  ten  years  before  that  period;  so, 
having  free  access  to  the  house,  I  frequently  called  to 
converse  with  Mr.  Paine.  One  evening  he  related  the 
following  anecdote : — He  said  it  was  in  the  reign  of 
Hobespierre,  when  every  republican  that  the  monster 
could  get  in  his  j)ower  was  cut  down  by  the  axe  of  the 
guillotine,  Paine  was  in  the  dungeon,  and  his  name  on 
the  list,  with  twenty  more,  ordered  for  execution  next 
morning.  It  was  customary  for  the  clerk  of  the  tii- 
bunal  to  go  through  the  cells  at  night,  and  put  a  cross 
with  chalk  on  the  back  of  the  door  of  such  as  were  to 
be  guillotined'  in  the  morning.  "When  the  executioner 
came  round  with  his  guard,  wherever  they  found  a 
chalk  the  victim  was  brought  forth.  There  was  a  long 
passage  in  the  cellar,  or  dungeon,  of  this  bastile,  having 
a  row  of  cells  on  each  side,  containing  the  prisoners. 
The  passage  was  secm'ed  at  each  end,  but  the  doors 
of  the  cells  were  chiefly  left  open,  and  sometimes  the 
prisoners  stepped  into  one  another's  room  to  converse. 
Paine  had  gone  into  the  next  cell,  and  left  his  door 
open,  back  to  the  wall;  thus  having  the  inside  out. 
Just  then  came  the  chalkers,  and,  probably,  being 
drunk,  crossed  the  inside  of  Paine's  door.  IsText  morn- 
ing, when  the  guard  came  with  an  order  to  bring  out 
twenty,  and  finding  only  nineteen  chalks  (Paine  being 
in  bed,  and  his  door  shut),  they  took  a  prisoner  from 
the  further  end  of  the  passage,  and  thus  made  up  the 
number.  So  Mr.  Paine  escaped ;  and,  before  the  mis- 
take was  discovered  (about  forty-eight  hours  after),  a 
stronger  party  than  Spirie's  cut  ofi"  his  head,  and  about 
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thirty  of  his  associates :  and  so  Paine  was  set  at  lib- 
ertv.  But  being  afraid  to  trust  his  bead  any  longer 
among  these  good  democrats,  for  whom  he  had  written 
so  much,  he  made  the  best  of  his  way  for  this  country. 
I  asked  him  what  he  thought  of  his  almost  miracu- 
lous escape.  He  said,  "  The  Fates  had  ordained  he  was 
not  to  die  at  that  time."  Says  I,  "  Mr.  Paine,  I  will 
tell  you  exactly  what  I  think:  you  know  you  have 
written  and  spoken  much  against  what  we  call  the  re- 
ligion of  the  Bible ;  you  have  highly  extolled  the  per- 
fectibility of  human  reason  when  left  to  its  own  guid- 
ance, unshackled  by  priestcraft  and  superstition;  the 
God  in  whom  you  live,  move,  and  have  your  being,  has 
Bpared  your  life  that  you  might  give  to  the  world  a 
living  comment  on  your  own  doctrines.  You  now  show 
to  the  world  what  human  nature  is  when  left  to  itself, 
to  wander  in  its  own  counsels ;  here  you  sit,  in  an  ob- 
Bcm-e,  uncomfortable  dwelling,  powdered  with  snuiF, 
and  stupefied  with  brandy;  you,  who  were  once  the 
companion  of  Washington,  Jay,  and  Hamilton,  are  now 
deserted  by  every  good  man  ;  and  even  respectable 
deists  cross  the  streets  to  avoid  you."  He  said,  "  He 
cared  not  a  straw  for  the  opinions  of  the  world."  Says 
I,  "  I  envy  not  your  feelings."  So  we  parted.  In  short, 
he  was  the  most  disgusting  human  being  you  could 
meet  in  the  street.  Through  the  effect  of  intemperance 
his  countenance  was  bloated  beyond  description — he 
looked  as  if  God  had  stamj^ed  his  face  with  the  mark 
of  Cain.  A  few  of  his  disciples,  who  stuck  to  him 
through  good  and  through  bad  report,  to  hide  him 
from  the  gaze  of  men,  had  him  conveyed  to  Greenwich, 
where  they  supplied  him  with  brandy  till  he  died. 
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One  evening,  shortly  after  tie  gave  me  tlie  history  of 
Lis  escape  from  the  guillotine,  I  found  him  in  company 
with  a  number  of  his  disciples,  as  usual  abusing  the 
Bible  for  being  the  cause  of  every  thing  that  is  bad  in 
the  world.  As  soon  as  I  got  an  opportunity  to  edge  in 
a  word,  says  I,  "  Mr.  Paine,  you  have  been  in  L-eland, 
and  other  Eoman  Catholic  countries,  where  the  common 
people  are  not  allowed  to  read  the  Bible;  you  have 
been  in  Scotland,  where  every  man,  woman,  and  child 
has  the  Bible  in  their  hands ;  now,  if  the  Bible  were  so 
bad  a  book,  they  who  used  it  most  would  be  the  worst 
people.  In  Scotland,  the  peasantry  are  intelligent, 
comfortable,  sober,  and  industrious ;  in  Ireland,  they 
are  ignorant,  drunken,  and  live  but  little  better  than 
the  brutes.  In  New  York,  the  watch-house,  bridewell, 
alms-house,  penitentiary,  and  states-prison,  are  filled 
with  Irish ;  but  you  won't  find  a  Scotchman  in  these 
places."  This  being  an  historical  fact  which  he  could 
not  deny,  and  the  clock  having  just  struck  ten,  he 
took  a  candle  from  the  table  and  walked  up  stairs, 
leaving  his  friends  and  myself  to  draw  our  own  con- 
clusions. 

Mr.  Paine  was  very  fond  of  company ;  but  his  habits 
being  intemperate,  his  chief  associates  were  mostly 
among  the  second  orders  in  society.  Prom  my  ac- 
quaintance with  "William  Carver,  the  blacksmith,  at 
the  corner  of  Cedar  and  Temple  streets,  I  often  used  to 
spend  the  evening  conversing  with  Mr.  Paine.  He 
had  seen  much  of  men  and  their  manners  ;  had  a  clear, 
strong  head,  but  (as  I  thought)  a  very  unsound  heart. 
Politics  and  religion  were  the  chief  topics  of  our  dis- 
course.   "VVe  agreed  on  the  former ;  on  the  latter  we 
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differed,  but  always  in  a  friendly  waj.  One  evening 
he  was  describing,  in  bis  usual  strong  manner,  the  mis- 
chiefs (as  he  termed  it)  produced  in  society  by  the 
Bible  and  its  followers.  Says  I,  "  Mr.  Paine,  the  first 
night  I  slept  in  America  was  on  a  hard  mattress,  laid 
on  the  floor  of  a  close  garret,  in  a  hot  night  in  the  warm 
month  of  June — the  place  swarmed  with  musquitoes 
and  other  domestic  animals^  and  whenever  sweet  sleep 
approached,  they  drove  her  from  my  pillow :  sore, 
feverish,  and  sunk  in  spirit,  I  rose  by  break  of  day  to 
while  away  the  time  till  the  family  got  up.  I  com- 
menced unpacking  my  box  of  books ;  I  opened  the 
first  book  that  came  to  hand,  merely  to  see  if  it  had  re- 
ceived any  injury  by  confinement  in  the  hold  of  the 
vessel  for  so  many  weeks ;  my  eye  lit  on  the  words, 
'  My  son' " — (this  book  was  in  two  small  volumes  : 
often  when  I  went  to  see  Mr.  Paine  I  put  it  in  my 
pocket,  to  set  him  right  when  he  misquoted  a  passage). 
Having  the  book  by  me,  I  asked,  and  he  assented,  to 
hear  it  read — it  was  the  third  chapter  of  Proverbs  ;  we 
sat  with  the  table  between  us,  his  eyes  fixed  on  my  face 
till  I  had  done.  "  I^ow,"  says  I,  "  Mr.  Paine,  put  your- 
self in  my  situation — a  poor,  sick  stranger,  just  en- 
tering on  the  untried  scenes  of  life  without  a  pilot,  and 
conceive,  if  you  can,  a  set  of  instructions  more  suitable : 
why,  sir,  it  drove  away  my  fever  and  my  fears — I  went 
forth,  to  commence  my  new  career,  with  a  heart  as 
light  as  a  feather,  trusting  in  Him  who  hangs  creation 
on  his  arm,  and  feeds  her  at  his  board."  He  heard 
without  interruption,  when,  patting  me  on  the  head, 
with  a  good-natured  smile,  "Ah,"  says  he,  "but  thou 
art  a  young  enthusiasts    So  we  parted  for  the  night. 
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I  will  now,  to  give  Mr.  Paine  liis  due,  mention  one 
good  action  he  performed.  The  man  who  suffered 
death  instead  of  Paine  left  a  widow,  with  two  young 
children,  in  poor  circumstances.  Paine  brought  them 
all  with  him  to  this  country,  supported  them  while  he 
lived,  and,  it  is  said,  left  most  of  his  property  to  them 
when  he  died.  The  widow  and  children  lived  in  apart- 
ments up  town,  by  themselves  ;  I  saw  them  often,  but 
never  saw  Paine  in  their  company :  he  then  boarded 
with  Carver.  I  believe  his  conduct  was  disinterested 
and  honorable  to  the  widow.  She  appeared  to  be 
about  thirty  years  of  age,  and  was  very  far  from  being 
handsome. 

The  friends  of  Mr.  Paine,  merely  in  attempting  to 
contradict  my  statement,  have  lately  asserted  that  this 
woman  was  not  the  widow  of  the  man  guillotined,  and, 
from  what  I  lately  learned,  I  believe  she  was  not.  One 
thing  I  know,  when  he  first  brought  her  out,  he  and 
his  friends  passed  her  off  as  such ;  and  it's  a  pity  they 
should  have  taken  from  him  the  credit  of  the  only  good 
action  he  was  ever  thought  to  have  performed. 

There  are  some  who  have  read  little,  and  thought 
less,  on  the  events  that  have  j^assed  before  our  eyes 
within  the  last  forty  years,  who  may  honestly  wish  to 
see  the  experiment  tried,  whether  society  can  exist  in 
any  thing  like  a  state  of  order,  without  the  religion 
of  the  Bible :  but  the  experiment  has  been  tried  and 
found  wanting.  The  Governor  of  the  world,  as  if  to 
leave  men  without  excuse,  gave  the  management  of 
the  affairs  of  France,  for  several  years  of  her  late  revo- 
lution, into  the  hands  of  men  who  were  freethinkers 
in  principle,  and  enemies   to  religion  by  profession. 

5^-      • 
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Having  the  power,  they  put  their  principles  into  prac- 
tice :  they  abolished  the  Sabbath,  and  substituted  every 
tenth  as  a  day  of  rest  or  amusement — they  shut  up  the 
churches,  and  banished  the  ministers,  except  a  few, 
whom  they  styled  priests  of  the  religion  of  nature — 
they  dressed  up  a  female  (the  Fanny  Wright  of  Paris, 
no  doubt),  according  to  their  notion  of  some  heathen, 
deity,  whose  costume  was  any  thing  but  modest — they 
placed  her  on  a  pedestal  in  one  of  their  public  squares 
or  temples — they  bowed  the  knee  and  paid  her  divine 
homage,  under  the  style  and  title  of  the  Goddess  of 
Heason !  Yes,  gentle  reader,  these  men  were  the 
philosophers  of  the  day,  the  Timothy  Jenkinses  of 
France,  who  shouted  in  the  ears  of  the  simple.  We  are 
the  men — we  are  the  men  !  and  wisdom  will  die  with 
us !  It  was  enough  to  make  the  devil  hlush.  The  gut- 
ters of  Paris  were  turned  into  a  scarlet  dye,  so  mighty 
was  the  devastation  and  murders  of  these  philanthro- 
pists— these  friends  of  man !  Bonaparte,  and  a  few 
other  men  of  strong  mind,  seeing  the  nation  was  roll- 
ing fast  towards  the  dark  gulf  of  worse  than  savage 
barbarism,  took  the  reins  from  the  hands  of  these  un- 
skilful drivers  ;  they  scattered  the  council  of  five  hun- 
dred into  thin  air,  restored  to  the  people  their  weekly 
Sabbath,  their  altar,  and  their  priests — and  again  were 
the  people  happy.  Kow,  my  good  friends,  look  out  for 
the  rocks  on  which  others  have  split.  We  have  as 
much,  and  more,  liberty  to  carry,  than  we  can  fairly  stag- 
ger under ;  no  religious  denomination  can  lord  it  over 
another  in  America,  as  the  Constitution  has  j^laced 
these,  as  they  ought  to  be,  cdl  on  a  level  ^  and  while  we 
have  neither  lords  temporal  nor  spiritual  in  our  country, 
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you  will  never  be  hurt  by  priestcraft.  If  it  is  a  craft, 
I  think  it  is  the  poorest  craft  I  know  of  in  America ; 
for,  except  in  'New  York,  and  two  or  three  of  the  lar- 
gest cities,  they  scarcely  are  paid  enough  to  keep  soul 
and  body  together.  Were  we,  as  in  England,  obliged 
to  pay  tenths  to  a  man  whose  church  we  never  enter, 
we  might  complain  of  priestcraft ;  but  here  we  have 
free  churches,  and  in  every  church  are  free  pews  for 
those  who  are  unable  to  pay  :  so,  in  America,  above 
any  other  spot  in  the  world,  it  may  emphatically  be 
said,  "  the  poor  have  the  Gospel  preached  imto  them." 
When  General  Moreau  fled  from  Bonaparte's  perse- 
cution, he  took  up  his  abode  in  ]^ew  York — he  and 

his  lady,  the  beautiful  Madame ,  daughter  of  a 

banker  in  Paris.  She  was  said,  at  that  time,  to  be  the 
richest  and  handsomest  woman  in  Europe.  Be  that  as 
it  may,  she  was  a  very  pretty  little  woman,  and  fond 
of  flowers.  The  general  condescended  to  all  her  whims 
and  notions  about  plants  ;  and  very  well  he  might,  for 
he  was  rather  ugly,  and  old  enough  to  be  her  father. 
When  any  thing  was  to  be  arranged  among  the  plants, 
she  was  not  pleased  except  the  general  and  I  had  the 
fixing  of  them.  One  day  as  I  was  placing  some  pretty 
little  modest  Scotch  daisies  in  his  study,  I  cast  my  eyes 
on  his  hat,  coat,  sword,  and  other  accoutrements,  hang- 
ing on  one  side.  Thinks  I  to  myself,  it  is  but  a  few 
months  since,  with  that  sword  in  hand,  he  was  arrang- 
ing the  ranks,  and  directing  the  most  masterly  retreat, 
perhaps,  on  military  record ;  and  here  he  is  seemingly 
exerting  all  his  mind  in  ranTcing  up  flower-pots.  He  ob- 
served the  direction  of  my  eyes,  and  spoke  in  French 
to  his  servants,  who  told  me  the  general  wished  to 
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know  wliat  I  tlious^lit.  I  said  I  wished  to  know  if  that 
sword  and  hat  were  with  him  on  the  field  of  battle. 
He  said  they  were.  I  told  him  what  I  thought ;  he  ex- 
plained to  the  general,  who  laughed  as  loud  as  French- 
men generally  do. 

It  was  a  pity  he  ever  left  "New  York :  he  was  a 
pleasant,  unassuming  man,  and  was  much  liked.  He 
had  plenty  of  money,  and  might  have  been  very  happy 
here,  had  he  been  only  contented.  I  would  rather  live 
in  America  on  an  annuity  of  two  thousand  pounds 
sterling,  than  mount  the  throne  of  any  monarch  in 
Christendom. 
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CHAPTER    XI. 

JOURNEY  TO  ALBANY. — THE  GENESEE  GIRL  AND  HER  LITTLE  RED  BOOK  ON 
HER  JOURNEY  OVERLAND  TO  ALBANY  ;  A  STORY  NOT  FOUNDED  ON,  BUT  ALL 

FACT. 

On  a  very  cold  morning  in  February,  1831,  we  left 
Hoboken,  fifteen  of  ns,  well  packed,  in  a  stage  with 
wheels,  besides  a  very  neat  coach  which  held  only  four. 
I  was  very  politely  asked  to  step  into  this  coach,  and, 
so  foolish  was  I,  and  ignorant,  I  thought  this  same  fine 
close  carriage  would  carry  me  all  the  way,  through 
thick  and  through  thin,  whither  I  was  bound,  even  to 
the  gates  of  the  State  House  in  Albany.  In  two  short 
hours  mine  eyes  were  opened  on  the  deceitfulness  of 
first  appearances. 

"We  stopped  at  Hackensack,  a  tavern,  grocery,  grog- 
shop, and  post-office,  all  imder  one  roof.  Here  we 
changed  horses.  Our  rum-selling  post-master  began  to 
bluster  and  swear  he  had  no  carriage,  covered  or  un- 
covered, wherein  to  stow  so  many  passengers  ;  he  said 
the  Jockey  Clnh  in  l^ew  York  kept  all  the  money,  and 
gave  him  all  the  trouble.  In  short,  said  he,  except  you' 
remain  here  till  4  p.  m.,  you  must  go  on  with  such  con- 
veyance as  I  have  got.  We  applied  to  our  Hoboken 
driver ;  he  said  his  orders  were  to  drop  us  at  Hacken- 
sack, and  bring  back  the  carriages.  As  he  went  back 
on  his  way  rejoicing,  a  passenger  remarked,  these  car- 
riages are  kept  as  decoy-ducks.     I  thought  in  our  case 
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thej  had  decoyed  geese.  Here  we  were  detained 
nearly  an  hour.  I  stepped  into  the  bar-room,  a  large 
place;  in  the  centre  stood  an  old-fashioned  ten-plate 
stove,  snrronnded  by  a  dozen  of  large,  lazy-looking  fel- 
lows ;  on  the  stove  (which  was  very  hot)  stood  a  num- 
ber of  i3ots,  pitchers,  mugs,  jars,  and  glasses  of  beer, 
brandy,  ale,  and  cider ;  some  running  over  with  the 
heat  with  a  hissing  noise,  and  the  fumes  which  rose  to 
the  ceiling  and  intermixed  with  pipe  and  cigar  smoke, 
rebounding  again  on  the  heads  of  the  smokers,  nearly 
shutting  out  the  light  of  day,  and  carrying  back  the 
mind  to  the  midnight  revels  of  Macbeth's  witches 
dancing  round  the  infernal  fire,  with  Satan  standing  on 
the  edge  of  the  caldron,  stirring  the  ingredients  of  their 
incantations.  As  the  bar-keeper  went  round,  filling  the 
cups  of  these  thirsty  souls  with  liquid  fire,  I  thought  of 
Lucifer  in  hell  as  walking  his  daily  rounds,  when  feed- 
ing condemned  s^Dirits  with  fire  and  brimstone  from  an 
iron  ladle,  yet  seven  times  more  hot.  Oh  how  I  wished 
for  the  powers,  pencil,  and  canvas  of  Hogarth;  I  would 
have  daubed  these  fellows  into  eternal  shame. 

"We  now  set  forward  in  a  chair,  sulky,  and  Jersey 
wagon.  It  began  to  rain,  and  when  we  reached  the 
next  stage  to  change  horses,  we  looked  like  moving 
pillars  of  salt,  our  hats,  cloaks,  and  storm-clothes 
being  covered  an  eighth  of  an  inch  with  ice  transpar- 
ent. Here  we  were  placed  in  a  covered  hox  with  run- 
ners, the  cover  being  white-wood  boards,  placed  an 
eighth  of  an  inch  apart,  without  painty  leathe7\  or  carir 
vas.  Seventy-five  cents  in  canvas,  twenty-five  cents  in 
paint,  and  half  an  hour  in  time,  would  have  made  this 
machine  both  air  and  water  tight ;  but  in  this  disUict, 
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time,  talents,  cents,  and  every  conifort,  seemed  all  swal- 
lowed up  with  the  rum-jugs  and  the  ten-plate  stoves.  The 
rain  descended,  and  snow  came,  our  hats  were  frozen 
to  our  capes,  and  our  cloaks  to  one  another.  I  saw  by 
the  wayside  delicate  women  hewing  wood  and  drawing 
water ;  children  in  the  snow,  without  shoes  or  stock- 
ings ;  wliile  the  lazy,  drunken  husband  and  father  was 
stewing  the  Gider-mu-g  on  the  ten-plate  stove  in  some 
pandemonium  rum-shop. 

Among  our  passengers  was  a  young  woman  who, 
from  her  appearance,  might  have  seen  seventeen  sum- 
mers. Having  finished  her  education  in  New  York, 
she  was  retm^ning  to  her  friends  in  the  West,  and  w^as 
under  the  protection  of  a  young  man  who,  from  his 
polite,  but  cool  attentions,  I  thought  must  be  nearer 
related  to  her  than  a  cousin.  Had  she  been  a  witness 
in  the  hall,  the  reporters  would  have  said  she  was  a 
very  interesting  young  lady ;  but,  as  I  don't  quite 
understand  the  phrase  in  this  connection,  it  may  be  as 
w^ell  to  say  at  once,  in  plain  Scotch,  she  was  a  bonny 
lass.  Most  of  the  day  there  sat  on  her  right  hand  a 
respectable  farmer  from  Ohio ;  a  man  of  sound  princi- 
ples, and  who,  by  his  observations,  must  have  seen 
much  of  men  and  their  manners.  On  her  left  sat  a 
young  man  about  22,  in  the  vigor  of  life  and  health, 
and  w^hiskered  to  the  mouth  and  eyes  (observe,  this  was 
not  her  protector).  Our  farmer,  in  answer  to  a  ques- 
tion by  a  passenger,  when  speaking  of  the  inhabitants 
in  the  new  settlements,  remarked,  that  wherever  there 
was  a  church,  and  a  stated  minister,  the  people  for  five 
or  six  miles  around  were  more  orderly,  sober,  and  cir- 
cumspect than  were  those  who  did  not  enjoy  this 
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privilege.  This  remark  drew  forth  the  tongue,  the 
learning,  and  the  eloquence  of  our  young  hero  of  the 
whiskers.  He  had  been  to  college,  and  was  studying 
law  in  [N'ew  York;  he  spoke  long  and  loud  about 
priestcraft  and  witchcraft ;  said  the  laws  of  Lycurgus 
were  better  than  the  laws  of  Mo^es,  and  the  Bible  of 
Mahomet  than  the  acts  of  the  Apostles.  He  said  the 
story  about  hell  and  the  devil  was  invented  by  priests 
to  scare  the  ignorant,  and  that  death  at  the  worst  was 
only  a  leajp  in  the  da/rk.  But  ah,  this  leap  in  the  dark ! 
We  little  thought  we  were  so  near  the  precipice,  and 
that  our  courage,  in  a  few  minutes,  would  be  put  to 
the  test.  It  had  rained  all  day,  the  sleighing  got  bad, 
and  the  driver  swore  he  would  take  to  the  river ;  the 
passengers,  one  and  all,  remonstrated,  to  no  effect.  At 
e^ry  stopping-place,  while  the  horses  di-ank  water,  the 
driver  drank  rum.  He  was  now  at  that  point  of  high- 
pressure  that  he  declared  he  feared  neither  death  nor 
devil.  We  knew  the  ice  in  the  river  was  strong  enough 
to  bear  a  hundred  sleighs ;  our  fears  arose  from  the 
danger  of  getting  into  air-holes,  which  could  not  be 
seen,  as  the  ice  was  covered  two  feet  with  water.  Fear 
was  now  on  every  countenance.  I  looked  on  our  farmer ; 
his  eye  was  uneasy,  startled  and  twinkling  with  fear. 
I  asked  what  he  thought  ?  He  said  it  was  very  unsafe 
and  very  imprudent.  I  looked  on  the  young  woman ; 
shje  was  pale,  thoughtful,  and  serious,  but  spoke  not. 
On  her  lap  she  carried  a  small  willow  basket.  While 
I  watched  the  effect  of  fear  on  her  countenance,  she 
took  from  her  basket  a  little  red  hook ;  she  opened  it, 
turned  a  few  leaves,  fixed  her  eyes,  and  read  about  a 
minute.    As  she  shut  the  book  and  replaced  it  in  her 
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basket,  she  tm-ned  her  face  towards  the  heavens ;  she 
closed  her  eyes,  and  her  lips  moved,  isow,  reader,  if 
you  ever  stood  on  the  corner  of  Broadway  and  Liberty 
street,  you  may  have  seen  in  the  window  a  painting  of 
a  beautiful  Italian  mm  at  her  devotions.  Thus  looked 
the  countenance  of  this  young  woman  in  this  trying 
moment.  As  she  oj^ened  her  fine  black  eyes,  the  hue 
of  fear,  which  for  a  moment  had  blanched  her  rosy 
cheek,  passed  away  like  a  showery  cloud  on  the  side  of 
a  green  hill  on  an  April  morning.  I  looked  on  the 
whiskered  young  man  ;  he  trembled  in  every  limb.  He 
was  like  one  without  hope ;  this  leaj)  in  tlie  darJc  had 
taken  him  by  surprise ;  he  was  dumb,  he  opened  not 
his  mouth — while  she,  placing  her  slender  foot  firmly 
on  the  Itock  of  Ages,  with  her  hand  she  took  a  grasp 
upon  the  skies,  bid  the  waves  roll,  nor  feared  theii'  idle 
whirl. 

"We  arrived  at  Albany  by  sundown.  She,  her  j^ro- 
tector,  and  I,  put  up  at  the  same  hotel.  Supper  being 
ended,  we  took  sweet  counsel  together  till  ten  p.  ii.  I 
asked  to  see  the  little  red  book.  Its  title  was  "  Daily 
Food  for  Christians  ;"  being  a  portion  of  Scripture  and 
a  hymn  for  every  day  in  the  year,  &c.  I  asked  what 
portion  j^leased  her  so  much  when  we  were  sleighing 
in  the  water  ?  She  pointed  to  the  text  for  that  day  in 
February' — it  read:  "As  the  mountains  are  round 
about  Jerusalem,  so  the  Lord  is  round  about  his  peo- 
ple," &:c.     The  hymn, 

"  Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take, 
The  storm  you  so  much  dread 
Is  big  with  mercy,  and  will  break 
With  blessings  on  your  head." 
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Iweturning  tlie  book,  I  said,  Miss,  there  be  many  who 
say  this  book  is  all  delusion ;  and  what  if  it  is  ?  it  is,  at 
least,  a  cheap,  a  comfortable,  and  a  very  innocent  delu- 
sion. They  may  call  it  what  they  please,  she  replied, 
but  I  intend  to  make  it  my  companion  through  all  my 
journeys  in  life. 

I  now  learned  that  this  young  lady  was  the  adopted 
daughter  of  the  Hon.  "William  Campbell,  Surveyor- 
General  to  the  State,  a  man  of  -great  wealth.  She  was 
married  in  April,  1835,  to  Dr.  Grant,  of  Utica  ;  a  few 
weeks  thereafter  they  sailed  from  Boston  for  Constanti- 
nople, as  missionaries  to  the  Nestorians  in  Persia  ;  and 
there  she  died,  4th  of  January,  1839,  aged  twenty-five 
years. 

IsQxt  day  was  clear  and  fine  sleighing  ;  at  two  p.  m. 
we  stopped  at  Bement's ;  the  sun  shone  full  down  on 
State  street,  the  sleighs  and  the  bells  danced  merrily 
along,  and  every  thing  bore  the  appearance  of  life  and 
comfort.  In  our  company  was  a  lady  who  a  few  days 
before  had  arrived  in  one  of  the  Liverpool  packets,  and 
was  on  her  way  to  join  her  husband  in  the  West.  Fear 
on  the  river  stopped  not  her  utterance,  but  had  quite  a 
contrary  effect.  She  was  a  small  body,  and  when  her 
little  English  tongue  broke  loose,  it  went  like  the  ham- 
mer of  a  mill-clack :  if  the  fellow  was  in  her  country, 
he  would  be  prosecuted  and  mightily  punished  for  such 
presumptuous  behavior  to  passengers  ;  and  declared,  if 
she  lived  to  see  Albany,  she  would  have  satisfaction,  if 
there  were  any  laws  in  this  country,  &c.  "While  the 
driver  was  untying  our  baggage,  says  I,  "  Ma'am,  that 
big  house  on  the  top  of  the  hill  is  the  place  where  the 
king,  lords,  and  commons  are  now  sitting,  and  making 
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laws  as  fast  as  you  would  pitch  half-pennies  :  over  the 
way  is  Mr.  Yan  Blarcum's  oflSce,  the  lawyer.  ISTow, 
if  you  are  willing  to  spend  a  sovereign  or  two,  and 
board  t^n  or  twelve  days  in  this  hotel,  you  will  find  as 
much  law  and  justice  to  punish  that  driver  for  putting 
you  in  bodily  fear  in  this  as  in  your  own  country." 
She  looked  in  my  face  for  a  moment.  "  Dogs  take  the 
fellow !"  says  she ;  "  I  would  not  stay  another  week 
from  my  husband  for  all  the  coachmen  in  America." 
"  Good-by,  ma'am,"  says  I.  So  she  jumped  into  the 
Schenectady,  or  some  other  stage :  I  saw  no  more  of 
her. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

REFLECTIONS    ON    BOARD    A    STEAMBOAT. — DB,.    GRAHAM'S    ADDRESS. BLACK 

hawk's   reply. ARRIVAL    AT   BOSTON. — DIGRESSION. — NEW   TORK.  FORTY 

YEARS   AGO. OLD    TIMES. 

Mat  25th,  1833,  I  left  IN'ew  Tork  per  steamboat 
Franklin,  Mr.  Bunker,  the  old  commodore  himself, 
commander.  Intending  this  as  a  voyage  of  discovery, 
that  I  might  learn  something  more  of  men  and  of  their 
manners,  I  took  no  encumbrance,  save  only  a  small 
trunk,  and  left  all  my  live  lumber  at  home.  The  his- 
tory of  one  steamboat  voyage  on  our  northern  or  east- 
ern waters  may  answer  for  the  history  of  one  hundred 
at  the  same  season  of  the  year,  it  being  the  season 
when  men,  as  well  as  the  bird  creation,  make  choice 
of  a  mate.  You  may  always  observe  a  reasonable 
proportion  of  these  twos  made  one.  On  board,  you 
may  easily  distinguish  them  from  those  who  have  been 
buckled  together  in  this  holy  alliance  for  the  past  three 
years ;  for,  provided  you  are  a  keen  observer  of  nature, 
you  will  see  the  fair  new-made  one  cling  fast  to  the  arm 
of  her  natural  support  up  stairs  and  down  stairs,  to  the 
table,  or  to  the  promenade,  always  linked  together  as 
close  as  the  bands  of  matrimony  can  tie  them.  Even 
in  a  crowd,  where  they  can't  go  abreast,  you  may  see 
her  pressing  sideways  along,  still  grasping  the  arm,  as 
if  she  were  afraid  he  might  drop  into  oblivion.  After 
supper,  and  when  most  of  the  passengers  have  retired, 
you  may  see  them  pacing  the  deck,  or  sitting  in  a 


GEAITT  TnORBrEN.  117 


lonely  corner,  like  the  turtle-dove  on  a  solitary  tree, 
repeating  their  tales  of  love.  There  they  sit  till  mid- 
night. But  now  the  cold  northeast  wind  comes  pour- 
ing down  from  St.  Anthony's  ^N^ose  (a  high  rock  on  the 
Hudson  River  so  named,  but,  alas !  the  Railroad  has 
broken  the  nose  off),  or  round  the  bleak  comers  of 
Point  Judith  (a  point  in  the  Sound,  so  named,  where  it 
sometimes  freezes  in  the  month  of  June,  and  the  waters 
are  proverbially  turbulent).  These  winds  are  more  like 
to  form  icicles  than  to  fan  the  flames  of  love,  and  ad- 
monish them  to  retire.  They  now  walk  to  the  door  of 
the  ladies'  cabin;  but  hitherto  they  may  go,  but  no 
farther.  Here  the  imperious  law  of  the  boat,  in  direct 
contradiction  to  the  words  of  the  ceremony^  part  those 
asunder  whom  God  has  joined  together :  no  more  dares 
he  to  set  a  foot  there,  than  to  enter  the  harem  of  a  Turk. 
There,  with  the  pearl  dancing  in  her  eye,  they  shake 
hands,  and  part  as  if  it  were  forever — she,  to  sleep  if 
she  can,  and  he,  to  the  bar  to  drown  his  sorrow  in  a 
glass  of  champagne. 

I  now  saw  a  few  pairs  of  them  whom  I  had  ob- 
served on  my  former  voyage  three  years  ago.  Then 
they  were  newly  linked — now  they  were  settled  down 
in  all  the  sober  realities  of  life.  ISTo  squeezing  side- 
ways arm  and  arm  in  a  crowd  ;  no  leading  down  stairs 
or  pulling  up  stairs  by  the  hand,  or  tip  of  the  fingers, 
like  the  hauling  of  a  drowning  man  from  a  mill-pond  ; 
no  snatching  at  a  fan,  a  glove,  or  a  handkerchief,  be- 
fore it  had  reached  the  deck  ;  but  merely  a  very  sedate 
ejaculation  of  ''  My  dear,  you  have  dropped  your  fan," 
when  very  quietly  raising  it  up,  to  be  sure.  I  thought 
how  much  easier  they  now  got  along,  the  one  before 
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and  tlie  other  behind,  in  all  the  composm-e  of  true  In- 
dian style. 

If  any  of  my  thinking  readers  should  suppose  that 
the  picture  is  too  high  colored,  they  have  only  to  visit 
Albany  and  Boston  by  steam,  between  the  month  of 
June  and  the  month  of  January,  and  they  will  see  the 
same  comedy  and  the  same  tragedy  acted  over  some 
scores  of  times. 

I^ext  morning  I  arose  at  five  a.m.:  having  washed, 
shaved,  and  dressed,  I  sat  down  with  my  pipe  in  a  snug 
corner,  forward,  to  smoke,  and  ruminate  on  what  I  had 
seen  and  heard  the  day  previous.  Says  I  to  myself,  I 
have  been  young  and  now  am  old,  yet  have  I  never 
seen  an  unhappy  marriage  but  where  the  improper 
conduct  of  the  husband  lay  at  the  root  of  the  evil.  The 
temper  of  a  woman  must  be  very  bad  indeed  if  a  man 
of  sense  can't  lead  her  along.  It  is  contrary  to  a 
woman's  nature  to  be  driven;  but  by  kindness  and 
persuasion  you  may  lead  her  anywhere. 

Mrs.  Socrates,  if  history  speaks  true,  was  a  woman 
of  a  violent  temper,  and  a  tremendous  scold ;  yet  her 
husband,  who  was  a  man  of  sense,  could  get  along  with 
her  very  comfortably.  It  is  written  of  her,  that  one 
day  having  scolded  near  half  an  horn-  without  being 
able  to  draw  an  angry  word  from  his  tongue,  or  to  dis- 
compose a  single  idea  in  his  contemplative  brain,  thus 
finding  the  powers  of  wind  had  no  efiect,  she  thought 
she  would  try  the  powers  of  water ;  so  seizing  a  vessel 
that  usually  stands  in.  the  corner  of  the  room,  she  made 
for  the  front  window,  where  seeing  he  still  sat  com- 
posedly on  the  stoop,  solving  some  problems  among 
thestai's,  she  emptied  the  whole  contents  on  the  bald 
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head  of  her  husband.  He  then  mildly  observed  to  a 
friend  who  sat  by,  "After  thunder  we  may  always 
expect  a  shower."  'No  doubt  this  sensible  remark  of 
the  husband  made  the  old  lady  draw  in  her  head  and 
smile ;  and,  I  dare  say,  when  they  met  again  on  the 
stairs,  they  were  as  good  friends  as  ever  they  had  been 
since  the  first  day  they  were  linked  together.  ]^ow, 
had  Mr.  Socrates  been  as  hot-headed  as  some  fiery 
fools  of  husbands  that  I  have  known,  he  would  have 
run  up  stairs  and  broken  her  favorite  china  tea  and 
milk  pots,  and  may  be  driven  his  hand  through  the 
looking-glass.  She,  in  revenge,  would  then  have  torn 
his  portrait  in  pieces,  and  may  be  have  cut  the  throat 
of  his  favorite  cat.  Then  there  would  have  been  a  time 
of  it  in  the  house  ;  but  instead  of  this,  he  only  poured 
the  soothing  oil  of  forbearance  on  her  stormy  temper, 
and  soon  the  waves  were  still. 

Those  pests  of  society — the  bachelors  of  forty — as  an 
a|)ology  for  their  sins  of  omission,  and  their  sins  of 
commission,  in  transgressing  alike  against  the  laws  of 
nature  and  of  natm^e's  God,  will  assert  that  they 
are  afraid  of  being  caught  in  the  matrimonial  trap, 
seeing  so  many  promising  young  ladies  have  made 
very  indifferent  wives,  and  very  bad  housekeepers. 
This,  I  say  again,  is  a  mere  excuse ;  besides,  it  is  a 
downright  slander.  I  can  say,  from  thirty-seven  years' 
experience  and  observation  in  these  matters,  that  I 
never  saw  a  bad  wife  except  there  was  first  a  bad 
husband.  "When  two  are  yoked  together,  they  must 
calculate  to  draw  equal  if  they  expect  to  get  along 
easy.  In  the  higher  walks  of  life  (for  there  I  believe 
the  dau2:hters  of  Eve  suffer  more  keenlv  for  the  sins  of 
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their  grandmother  than  they  do  in  the  lower)  I  have 
seen  the  young,  accomplished  wife,  before  twenty 
moons  had  waned  since  she  changed  her  name,  sitting 
lone  and  solitary  as  the  sparrow  on  the  house-top.  Per- 
haps her  health  was  now  delicate ;  the  nourishing  and 
cherishing  care  of  her  partner  was  almost  necessary  to 
her  existence ;  but  he  was  gone — gone  to  some  politi- 
cal, literary,  or  may  be  some  jockey-club.  Perhaps  he 
returns  at  midnight,  breathing  the  fumes  of  wine,  and 
steaming  with  the  smoke  of  cigars — a  pretty  sort  of  a 
fellow,  to  be  sure !  how  unequal  the  yoke  to  a  young 
lady  of  twenty!  and  yet  he  has  the  confidence  to 
account  himself  a  suitable  companion  to  a  sensible, 
delicate,  well-educated  female.  Such  usage,  and  worse, 
when  often  repeated,  will  sour  the  temper  of  any  woman, 
though  naturally  as  sweet  as  the  dew-drop  a2:)pending 
to  the  mountain-rose.  I  have  heard  the  eloquent  Dr. 
Mason  assert  from  the  pulpit  that  there  were  more 
ways  of  breaking  the  heart  of  a  woman  besides  break- 
ing her  head. 

Again,  in  the  lower  walks  of  life  have  I  seen  a  deli- 
cate little  woman — she  was  clean  and  neat  about  her 
house,  her  person,  and  her  dress,  but  very  unequally 
yoked  to  a  great  lump  of  a  fellow,  with  an  arm  as  thick 
as  the  leg,  and  a  hand  as  heavy  as  the  foot  of  an  ox. 
He  was  by  trade  a  currier  of  hides,  a  profound  politi- 
cian, a  thorough  reformer,  and  a  warm  friend  of  the 
people ;  and  so  completely  was  he  filled  with  a  disin- 
terested love  for  all  mankind,  that  he  had  not  one  par- 
ticle left  to  bestow  on  his  wife  and  children ;  for  every 
night,  as  the  sun  went  down,  would  he,  after  scrubbing 
Lis  own  hide,  and  diinking  his  tea,  adjourn  himself  off 
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to  the  Indian  Wigwam,  or  Tammany  Hall,  and  there 
would  he  harangue,  cajole,  rebuke,  and  debate,  till  the 
going  down  of  the  moon ;  and  having  made  the  science 
of  political  economy  and  national  government  his  study 
from  his  youth  up,  he  was  positively  never  able  to 
spare  a  moment  of  his  time  to  think  how  he  should 
govern  himself  or  his  own  house. 

In  these  long,  lone  winter  nights,  there  sat  his  pretty 
little  wife,  her  pale  and  interesting  face  yet  more  pale 
from  the  flickering  light  of  the  lamp — there  she  sat, 
one  child  asleep  in  her  lap,  her  foot  on  the  cradle 
rocking  the  babe,  and  at  the  same  time  mending  his 
coat  or  darning  his  stockings.  About  twelve  A.  m.  his 
heavy  foot  is  heard  on  the  stairs ;  his  head  buoyant  as 
the  balloon,  from  the  fumes  of  ale  and  the  smoke  of 
cigars.  Rough  and  uncouth  as  her  portion  of  animated 
clay  appeared,  she  yet  welcomes  him  with  a  smile. 
"  Han,"  said  he  (her  name  was  Hannah),  "  have  you 
got  any  thing  to  eat  ?"  Softly  raising  the  child  from 
her  lap,  and  dej^ositing  it  on  the  bed,  she  went  quietly 
about  placing  something  on  the  table  to  fill  his  capa- 
cious jaws.  As  the  cradle  stood  still,  the  babe  began 
to  stir.  "  John,"  said  she,  "  please  to  turn  the  cradle  a 
little."  "  Rock  the  cradle  yourself,  and  be  hanged  to 
you !"  and  strutting  across  the  floor  in  all  the  swell  of 
strong  stimulance  and  self-importance,  "Rock  the 
cradle  yourself,  I  am  one  of  the  lords  of  creation  P^  A 
lord  of  the  creation^  indeed ;  it  is  enough  to  make  the 
evil  one  hlush. 

This  thing  took  place  in  1798,  when  the  federal  and 
democratic  parties  divided  the  country,  or  when,  to  the 
shame  of  America,  Who  is  for  France,  or  Who  is  for 
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England,  was  the  watcli-word — not  a  solitary  voice  for 
their  country — Washington,  Hamilton,  Jay,  Adams, 
and  a  few  others  who  had  bled  for  independence,  ex- 
cej)ted.  I  think  Louis  Philippe  served  those  chaps 
right,  when  they  went  as  a  deputation  from  our  medr 
dling^  officious^  would-be  consjncuous  wise  men  of 
Gotham.  They  went  to  congratulate  him  on  the  revo- 
lution of  July,  1830,  which  placed  him  on  the  throne, 
and  made  him  a  Mng.  Yery  consistent  with  republi- 
canism ! 

Having  heard  their  flat  address,  "  Gentlemen,"  said 
he  (in  plain  Scotch),  ''  hereafter  learn  to  mind  your 
own  business,  and  never  burn  your  own  noses  in  other 
people's  hail y  right  about  face,  march!"  These  are 
not  the  exact  words,  to  be  sure,  but  certainly  the  sub- 
stance. 

The  ]N^ew  York  republican  procession,  with  the 
French  cockade  on  their  hats,  and  the  New  York 
republican  committee's  address  to  King  Philippe  of 
Paris,  in  1830,  are  two  of  the  most  beautiful  specimens 
of  republican  simplicity  I  was  ever  witness  to,  except 
it  may  be  the  following,  from .  the  •"  New  York  Com- 
mercial Advertiser"  of  June,  1833. 

"  The  Address  of  John  A.  Graham^  LL.D.^  of  the  City 
of  New  ITork^  to  Blade  HawJc  and  his  Companions^ 
on  the  Vlth  inst. 

"  Brothers !  open  your  ears ;  you  are  brave  men ; 
you  have  fought  like  tigers,  but  in  a  bad  cause.  We 
have  conquered  you.  We  were  sorry,  last  year,  that 
you  took  up  the  tomahawk  against  us ;  but  we  believe 
that  you  did  not  know  us  then  as  you  do  now.     We 
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think,  in  time  to  come,  that  you  will  be  wise,  and  that 
we  shall  be  friends  forever.  You  see  that  we  are  a 
great  people,  numerous  as  the  flowers  of  the  field,  as 
the  shells  on  the  sea-shore,  or  the  fish  in  the  sea.  We 
put  one  hand  on  the  eastern,  and  at  the  same  time 
the  other  on  the  western  ocean.  TTe  all  act  together — ■ 
if  sometimes  our  great  men  talk  loud  and  long  at  our 
council-fires ;  but  shed  one  drop  of  the  white  men's 
blood,  our  young  warriors,  as  thick  as  the  stars  of  the 
night,  will  leap  on  board  our  great  boats,  which  fly  on 
the  waves  and  over  the  lakes  swift  as  the  eagle  in  the 
air — then  penetrate  the  woods,  make  the  big  guns 
thunder,  and  the  whole  heavens  red  with  the  flames  of 
the  dwellings  of  their  enemies. 

"  Brothers !  the  President  has  made  you  a  great 
talk.  He  has  but  one  mouth,  but  that  one  has  sounded 
the  sentiments  of  all  the  people.  Listen  to  what  he 
has  said  to  you — ^write  it  on  youi*  memories.  It  is 
good — very  good. 

"  Brothers  !  Black  Hawk,  take  these  jewels — a  pair 
of  topaz  earrings  beautifully  set  in  gold,  for  your  wife 
or  daughter,  as  a  token  of  friendship  ;  keeping  always 
in  mind  that  women  and  children  are  the  favorites  of 
the  Great  Spirit.  These  jewels  are  from  an  old  man 
whose  head  is  whitened  with  the  snows  of  seventy  win- 
ters— an  old  man  who  has  thrown  dovm.  his  bow,  put 
off  his  sword,  and  now  stands  leaning  on  his  staff,  wait- 
ing the  commands  of  the  Great  Spirit. 

"  Brothers !  look  around  you,  see  all  the  mighty 
people,  then  go  to  your  homes,  open  your  arms  to  re- 
ceive your  families ;  tell  them  to  bury  the  hatchet,  to 
make  bright  the  chain  of  friendship ;  to  love  the  white 
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men,  and  live  in  peace  with  tliem,  as  long  as  the  rivers 
run  into  the  sea,  and  the  sun  rises  and  sets.  If  jou  do 
so  you  will  be  happy.  You  will  then  insure  the  pros- 
perity of  unborn  generations  of  your  tribes,  w^ho  will 
go  hand  in  hand  with  the  sons  of  the  white  men,  and 
all  shall  be  blessed  by  the  Great  Spirit.  Peace  and 
haj)piness,  by  the  blessing  of  the  Great  Spirit,  attend 
you. 

"  Farewell !  John  A.  Graham." 

Black  HawWs  Reply. 

"  Brother,  we  like  your  talk.  We  will  be  friends. 
We  like  the  white  people ;  they  are  very  kind  to  us. 
We  shall  not  forget  it.  Your  counsel  is  good,  and  we 
shall  attend  to  it.  Your  valuable  present  shall  go  to 
my  squaw.  It  pleases  me  very  much,  and  we  shall 
always  be  friends." 

But,  to  return  to  the  gentlemen  in  high  life,  and  the 
mechanics  in  low  life.  Had  the  former  stayed  at 
home  when  his  partner  was  indisposed  and  unable  to 
accompany  him  abroad, — had  he  with  his  own  hand 
held  the  medicine-cup  to  her  lips, — had  he  sat  by  her 
bed  and  conversed,  or  read  to  her  from  some  enter- 
taining book  (as  he  was  in  duty  bound),  he  never  would 
have  cause  to  complain  of  a  sour-tempered  wife.  And 
had  the  latter  kept  at  home  at  night,  and  assisted  his 
true  yoke-fellow  to  nurse  tlie  child,  while  she  was  wash- 
ing the  clothes  (for  the  bird  creation  will  assist  his 
mate  to  rear  their  young),  he  never  would  have  broken 
the  heart  and  soured  the  temper  of  his  delicate  wife. 
So  I  think  I  have  shown,  beyond  all  controversy,  that 
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if  a  man  only  bears  his  share  in  the  troubles  of  life,  a 
woman  will  never  flinch  from  bearing  hers. 

Those  consummate  blockheads,  the  'bachelors^  they 
too  must  join  the  hue  and  cry  to  deface  and  to  defame 
the  most  beautiful  part  of  the  creation.  Conscious  that 
they  are  running  contrary  to  all  laws,  human  and 
divine,  they  come  forth  with  hard  words  in  place  of 
arguments ;  they  are  not  able,  say  they,  to  support  a 
wife  ;  why,  it  costs  many  of  you  more  money  in  six 
months  to  pay  for  the  soda-water  you  drink,  and  the 
cigars  you  smoke  and  give  away  (two  articles  that  you 
can  well  dispense  with,  and  articles,  too,  that  your 
fathers  never  saw),  than  it  would  take  to  support  a  sen- 
sible woman  for  a  twelvemonth.  You  are  afraid  of  the 
exj^ense  of  a  family.  He  that  hangs  creation  on  his 
arm,  and  feeds  her  at  his  board, — He  that  hears  the 
young  ravens  when  they  cry,  will  never  suffer  the 
young  Yankees  to  starve.  When  you  have  got  money 
enough  to  buy  furniture,  you  ^\'ill  then  go  to  housekeej)- 
ing  and  marry.  Here  the  fowls  of  the  air  will  teach 
you :  in  the  spring  he  looks  out  for  his  mate  ;  he  has 
not  got  a  stick  nor  a  straw  towards  housekeeping ; 
together  they  gather  the  sticks  and  the  straws ;  in  a 
few  days  a  dwelling  is  prepared  for  the  little  family. 
But  the  bachelors  in  every  thing  put  the  cart  before 
the  horse — always  wrong  end  foremost  with  them. 
They  say,  as  soon  as  they  get  a  nest  they  will  then  look 
out  for  a  bird — thus  running  quite  cross-grained  in  the 
teeth  of  nature. 

When  I  was  not  worth  one  hundred  and  fifty  dollars 
I  married.  My  wife  earned  thirty-one  and  a  half  cents 
per  day  with  her  needle,  I  earned  seventy-five  cents 
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per  day  with  my  hammer ;  yet  I  never  until  this  day 
was  without  a  loaf  of  bread  and  a  shilling.  You  have 
read  how  "  Laurie  Todd"  began  housekeej^ing ;  the  in- 
ventory is  true :  we  had  but  three  chairs— it  was  one 
more  than  our  need ;  you  may  have  a  hundred,  but 
you  can  only  sit  on  one  at  a  time.  Had  I  my  life  to 
begin  anew,  and  in  the  same  circumstances,  I  would 
do  just  as  I  did  then ;  at  the  age  of  twenty-two  I  would 
rather  lodge  by  the  bush  with  the  woman  of  my  choice, 
than  to  strut  over  a  Turkey  carpet,  gape  on  the  sofa, 
yawn  by  the  piano,  and  dream  over  the  sideboard,  in 
all  the  dark,  gloomy,  and  horrible  forebodings  of  a 
bachelor  of  forty ;  for  they  know  the  time  is  past — 
twenty-five  is  never  to  be  recalled. 

By  the  time  I  got  through  these  ruminations.  Provi- 
dence came  in  sight.  My  ticket  for  the  stage  was 
No.  2  ;  whether  it  was  what  people  call  chance^  or 
whether  it  was  a  plan  of  the  captain's,  I  know  not :  be 
that  as  it  may,  I  found  myself  seated  with  my  back  to 
the  driver,  comfortably  stowed  away  with  eight  well- 
dressed  females — I  being  the  only  male  creature  on 
board.  I  soon  learned  they  were  two  mothers  with 
their  four  daughters  and  two  young  waiting-maids.  I 
knew  none  of  them,  but  soon  found  out  they  had  been 
to  Philadelphia,  had  visited  my  store,  and  were  now  on 
their  way  home  to  Boston.  Having  so  precious  a  cargo 
in  charge,  I  thought  myself  in  duty  bound  to  do  what 
in  me  lay  for  their  comfort :  at  every  watering-place, 
such  as  were  thirsty  I  got  abundantly  refreshed  with 
lemonade,  milk-punch,  or  spring-water :  when  we 
stoj^ped  to  dine,  while  the  other  passengers  were  feast- 
ing on  beef  and  brandy,  we  quietly  sipped  our  tea  and 
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cake  in  a  neat  little  room  by  ourselves.  To  shorten 
the  time  on  the  road,  I  amused  them  with  Hogg's  Tales 
and  Scott's  Stories ;  you  may  be  assured  there  was  not 
a  heavy  eye  in  the  coach.  About  7  p.  m.  we  were 
quietly  set  down  at  the  Tremont.  Since  my  former 
visit,  three  years  ago,  I  received  many  invitations  from 
ladies  and  gentlemen  from  Boston,  who  had  called  to 
look  at  our  store.  I  discovered  by  the  way  that  I  had 
left  most  of  my  cards  behind  ;  reflecting  on  the  circum- 
stance, thinks  I,  should  I  pass  the  door  of  any  of  those 
good  folks,  they  will  think,  either  that  I  am  destitute  of 
common  civility,  or  wanting  in  truth  ;  so  I  inserted  the 
following  in  the  "  Boston  Transcript." 

"I^OTicE. — Through  the  progress  of  the  two  years 
just  gone  by,  I  received  many  pressing  invitations — 
'beautiful  cards — and  made  many  fair  promises  to  call 
on  Mr.  and  Mrs.  So-and-So  the  first  time  I  was  in  Bos- 
ton ;•  unhappily,  however,  in  the  notes  of  preparation, 
I  came  off  forgetting  most  of  my  cards  and  part  of  my 
wits  in  ISTew  York.  Xot  wishing  to  be  thought  guilty 
of  a  hreacli  of  promise^  or  wanting  in  the  common  civili- 
ties of  life,  I  wish  only  to  inform  my  good  friends  afore- 
said, if  they  will  leave  their  address  at  the  seed  store, 
Ko.  52  Korth  Market  street,  I  will  endeavor  to  redeem 
my  pledge. 

"If  spared,  I  intend  remaining  about  a  week." 
I  had  another  reason  for  pubhshing  this  notice :  I 
knew  that  among  some  of  the  fashionable  folks  they 
think  they  are  obliged  to  j^ractise  a  great  deal  of  hy- 
pocrisy. I  remember  many  years  ago  of  carrying  a 
bill  to  a  fashionable  lady  in  Broadway,  ]N^ew  York ;  she 
and  another  lady  were  just  coming  to  the  door — the 
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former  asked  me  to  stej)  into  the  parlor ;  she  was  wann 
in  her  thanks  to  her  neighbor  for  calling,  and  seemed 
earnest  in  her  invitations  for  her  to  call  again  soon.  As 
I  had  never  seen  any  thing  of  fashionable  life,  you  may 
think  I  was  almost  confounded,  when,  after  shutting 
the  front  ^oor  with  a  loud  slaiin^  she  returned  into  the 
parlor,  and,  without  paying  any  attention  to  me,  began 
to  harangue  to  her  daughter  most  vehemently;  she 
wished  that  "hateful  woman  would  never  enter  her 
door  again,  that  she  always  gave  her  the  headache,  as 
her  tongue  was  as  rough  as  the  sound  of  a  grindstone," 
&c.,  (fcc.  Thinks  I  to  myself,  this  is  another  way  of 
doing  business.  She  paid  my  bill,  however,  that  was 
my  business ;  the  other  afiiiir  was  her  own.  So  I 
thought  about  my  cards ;  it  may  be  that  some  of  those 
fine  ladies,  whose  cards  are  so  smooth  and  brightly 
polished,  after  all,  would  rather  see  the  grave-digger 
coming  into  the  house  than  to  see  me :  so,  thinks  I, 
this  notice  will  put  all  to  rights  ;  those  that  are  sincere 
will  send  their  cards,  and  on  them  I  will  call ;  those 
that  are  not  sincere  will  see  the  advertisement,  and  so 
take  the  will  for  the  deed. 

I  must  here  digress,  while  I  state  what  Xew  York 
was  forty  years  ago,  and  what  it  is  now,  and  then  I  will 
return  to  Boston. 

At  that  period,  most  of  our  dry-goods  stores  were  in 
Pearl  and  William  streets — the  shop  in  front,  and  gen- 
erally a  room  behind  ;  a  glass  door  intervened,  through 
which  the  master  of  the  liouse  could  see  while  eating 
his  dinner;  and  if  a  pei*son  entered,  he  immediately 
arose,  left  all,  and  waited  on  his  customer.  But  look 
at  it  now.     Half-past  three  r.  m.,  yesterday,  I  called  at 
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tlie  boarding-house  of  Mr.  S.,  in  Broadway — rang  the 
bell — was  answered  by  a  colored  waiter.  "  Is  Mr.  B. 
within  ?"  "  He  is  at  dinner,  and  can't  be  disturbed 
when  at  dinner."  Says  I,  "Go  tell  Mr.  B.  my  busi- 
ness is  urgent,  and  can't  be  delayed."  However,  he 
did  not  appear  till  after  fifteen  minutes,  while  I  sat  in 
the  parlor  gazing  on  some  shabby  pictures,  and  magni- 
fying every  minute  into  ten.  When  he  appeared,  says 
I,  "  Sir,  I  have  seen  your  employer,  near  forty  years 
ago,  rise  from  his  dinner  to  sell  a  yard  of  tape."  This 
fellow  is  now  third  or  fourth  clerk  under^  in  an  auction 
store  in  Pearl  street ;  receives  about  one  hundred  dol- 
lars per  annum  and  board  :  he  was  just  from  the  tail  of 
the  plough  about  eighteen  months  ago ;  he  now  wore  a 
coat  much  in  appearance  like  the  wind-sail  of  a  vessel 
in  the  tropics  :  it  reached  to  the  middle  of  his  thighs, 
which,  with  his  legs,  were  covered  with  a  stuff  called 
gimrh-elastic^  adhering  so  close  as  to  resemble  in  appear- 
ance the  bandages  around  the  limbs  of  an  Egyptian 
mummy,  and  made  his  legs  appear  not  much  thicker 
than  a  Bologna  sausage ;  the  toes  of  his  shoes  were  as 
broad  as  the  heel ;  his  neck  screwed  up  in  a  black 
leather  collar.  His  face  was  of  the  true  "Wethersfield 
cut,  of  a  mixed  hue,  between  Dutch-pink  and  brick- 
dust.  His  nose  sharp  enough  to  have  gouged  the  eye 
of  a  musquito ;  whiskers  enough  to  have  covered  his 
whole  visage,  had  they  only  been  transplanted  over  the 
surface.  Such  is  the  miserable  remnant  of  mortality 
who  expects  to  become  a  merchant  for  the  next  genera- 

•  tion. 
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CHAPTER   XIII. 

A  WEEK  IN  BOSTON. REFLECTIONS  ON  PRESENT  STATE  OF  SOCIETY 

But  to  return  to  Boston  and  tlie  cards.  The  day 
after  my  advertisement  appeared,  the  second  edition  of 
cards  came  pouring  in  like  hail  from  a  thunder-cloud  in 
the  month  of  July.  Punctual  to  the  hour,  I  ascended 
the  steps  of  the  princely  mansion  of  the  handsome  Mrs. 
Otis,  just  as  the  clock  struck  seven.  When  the  door  of 
the  parlor  opened,  the  blaze  of  lights,  dress,  youth,  and 
beauty,  was  something  more  than  my  senses  were  pre- 
pared to  receive.  "  Be  not  forgetful  to  entertain  stran- 
gers, for  some  have  thereby  entertained  angels  una- 
wares," was  the  first  idea  that  struck  my  mind.  The 
lady  of  the  manor  on  which  I  stood  once  entered  my 
store ;  she  was  to  me  a  stranger ;  I  entertained  her,  not 
knowing  I  was  entertaining  one,  in  many  respects,  so 
far  superior  to  what  we  usually  meet  in  the  ordinary 
walks  of  life.  My  thoughts  on  this  occasion  may  have 
taken  a  wrong  flight  (as  they  have  done  many  a  time 
both  before  and  since),  but  I  merely  state  what  they 
were.  It  was  the  first  time  I  had  met  an  assembly 
where  the  sights  were  so  imposing.  The  amusements 
of  the  evening  commenced  with  what  they  call  handing 
round  tea  (a  thing  I  had  never  seen  performed  in  Scot- 
land) :  first  came  a  servant  with  tea-cup  and  saucer ; 
another  with  bread  and  butter ;  then  there  came  cake, 
rusk,  tongue,  and  sweetmeats :  here  I  was  brought  to  a 
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dead  stand — my  hands  were  full — I  could  neither  eat 
nor  drink.  Says  I,  "  Madam,  this  tea-drinking  concern 
of  yours  reminds  me  of  the  man  who  was  going  to  bury 
his  wife  in  Scotland.  They  had  three  miles  to  walk, 
and  were  going  pretty  fast :  '  Xot  so  fast,  friends,'  says 
the  husband  ;  '  don't  let  us  make  a  toil  of  a  pleasure.'' 
JSTow,"  says  I,  "Madam,  your  tea-concern  is  all  very 
good  ;  but  the  way  in  which  you  manage  the  business 
makes  a  real  toil  of  a  jpleasurc — at  least  to  me."  The 
lady  took  the  hint,  and  very  politely  placed  before  me 
a  small  stand,  when  I  got  along  very  comfortably. 

Among  the  many  fine  eatables  placed  on  the  board, 
or  paraded  round  the  room,  an  article  came  in,  in  size 
and  aj^j^earance  resembling  a  seven-pound  ham,  very 
neatly  roasted.  In  answer  to  my  question,  the  queen 
of  the  feast  informed  me  it  was  a  roasted  yam.  JSTever 
having  seen  a  roasted  yam,  and  never  having  tasted  a 
yam  in  my  life,  my  curiosity  was  awake.  In  a  few 
minutes  the  heart  of  the  yam  was  nicely  scooj)ed  out 
with  a  silver  spoon,  placed  on  pretty  little  china  plates, 
neatly  compounded  with  the  sweetest  of  butter  and 
essence  of  spice.'  According  to  order,  it  was  handed 
first  to  the  ladies ;  all  were  loud  in  praise  of  the  yam : 
then  to  the  gentlemen ;  nothing  was  heard  but  the 
delicious  yam — the  famous  St.  Domingo  yam.  (I 
thought  of  the  man  with  the  long  nose  riding  through 
the  to\\Ti  of  Straatsburgh.)  I  took  one  tea-spoonful  of 
the  yam,  then  another.  Thinks  I  to  myself,  were  it  not 
for  the  sweet  butter  and  odoriferous  spice,  the  heart  of 
a  corn-stalk  would  taste  better.  The  lady  of  the  feast 
asked  how  I  liked  the  yam.  Says  I,  "  Madam,  it  re- 
minds me  of  the  story  of  a  young  countiyman,  whose 
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grandmother  died  and  left  liim  a  fortune.  lie  came 
into  Edinburgh  to  see  life.  Observing  that  people 
were  carried  from  street  to  street  in  sedan-chairs,  he 
applied  to  the  porters  for  a  ride.  They  seeing  he  was 
a  flat^  one  of  the  porters  winked  to  his  mate,  who  drew 
out  the  bottom  of  the  chair,  on  one  side,  just  as  his  fel- 
low opened  the  door  to  let  the  young  man  step  in  on 
the  other  side.  When  he  stepped  in,  the  door  was 
shut,  and  the  young  man  stood  on  the  pavement. 
Away  they  go,  through  mud  and  through  mire,  always 
crossing  where  the  mud  was  deepest.  At  length,  they 
stopped  in  front  of  the  hotel  where  he  lodged :  being 
let  out,  and  his  fare  paid,  '  Well,'  says  the  carriers, 
'  how  did  you  like  your  ride  V  '  Oh,'  says  he,  '  it  was 
very  good ;  but,  were  it  not  for  the  name  of  the  thing^ 
a  body  might  just  as  well  walk^  Now,  madam,"  says 
I,  "  were  it  not  for  the  name  of  the  tiling^  a  good  Scotch 
potato  would  make  a  better  feast."  I  am  sure  that  the 
lauo-h  which  followed  did  the  mistress  and  her  sruests 
more  good  than  all  they  derived  by  eating  the  yam. 

By-and-by  the  music  and  the  dance  went  round :  a 
lively  widow  of  forty  asked  if  I  would  waltz  with  her ; 
I  told  her  if  she  would  show  me  how  it  was  done,  and 
I  liked  it,  I  would  try.  She  jumped  up  and  threw  her 
arm  round  the  slender  waist  of  a  tall  girl ;  away  they 
flew  to  the  sound  of  the  tamborine ;  when  done,  she  sat 
down  by  me  on  the  sofa.  "  Well,"  says  she,  "  how 
do  you  like  it  ?"  Says  I,  "  Madam,  I  think  it's  coming 
to  rather  too  close  quarters."  I  never  till  that  hour 
knew  exactly  what  waltzing  was ;  and,  I  must  say,  I 
tremble  for  the  sons  and  fathers  of  the  next  generation, 
if  we  are  to  go  on  in  imitation  of  those  vile  European 
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customs.  I  asked  her  if  the  lads  took  hold  of  the  lasses 
when  they  were  at  those  pranks :  she  said  they  did. 
"Then,"  says  I,  "the  lasses  are  the  more  fools  to  let 
them." 

J'une  ^th,- — Went  to  Faneuil  Hall  to  witness  the  pro- 
ceedings of  the  meeting  held  to  raise  funds  for  com- 
pleting the  Bunker  Hill  Monument.  As  I  entered,  a 
gentleman  whom  I  knew  not  spoke  to  me  by  name, 
and  introduced  me  to  the  mayor,  wdio  directed  one  of 
his  friends  to  provide  for  me  a  comfortable  s'eat.  I  felt 
grateful  for  their  kind  attention.  The  circumstances, 
and  the  j)lace,  brought  to  my  memory  one  of  my  earliest 
newspaper  recollections.  One  evening,  about  the  be- 
ginning of  September,  1775,  the  Edinburgh  stage-coach 
stopped  at  my  father's  door,  and  delivered  the  paper  as 
usual.  It  contained  the  British  account  of  the  battle  of 
Bunker's  Hill,  and  concluded,  of  course,  with  the  pre- 
diction of  the  total  destruction  of  the  American  cause. 
My  father,  I  remember,  expressed  much  sorrow  while 
reading  the  account  to  his  family,  and  in  his  evening 
prayer  remembered  most  fervently  the  poor  oppressed 
Americans.  Being  then  in  my  third  year,  I  knew  not 
the  nature  of  the  contest,  but  thought  it  strange  that  my 
father  should  be  sorry  when  our  side  won — as  we  used 
to  sav  at  school. 

While  the  speakers  were  depicting  in  eloquent 
language  the  happy  results  that  have  flowed  upon 
mankind  in  consequence  of  that  important  battle,  .1 
thought  perhaps  there  was  not  one  in  all  that  large 
assembly  who  could  feel  exactly  as  I  did  at  that 
moment.  I  beheld  the  ground  on  which  scores  in  each 
contending  rank  had  dropped  into  eternity,  with  eacjb 
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repeating  charge :  I  thought  of  mj  father's  principles 
with  regard  to  that  contest,  and  how  they  grew  with 
mj  mind,  and  strengthened  with  my  years,  and  the 
influence  they  held  on  my  after-life.  His  principles 
made  me  set  up  as  a  reformer  of  the  world,  before  I 
scarcely  conld  tell  my  right  hand  from  my  left.  These 
principles  made  me  a  prisoner  in  chains  before  I  com- 
pleted my  nineteenth  year ;  these  principles  procured 
me  the  privilege  to  banish  myself,  when,  by  the  direct- 
ing care  of 'Providence,  and  the  help  of  the  good  ship 
Providence,  belonging  to  my  worthy  friend  Mr.  Samuel 
Campbell,  of  ]^ew  York,  I  was  landed  in  America; 
thus  placing  me  in  the  best  country  in  the  world — the 
best  State  in  that  country — the  best  city  in  that  State — 
the  best  street  in  that  city — and,  as  I  tliink^  the  best 
spot  in  that  street :  so,  you  see,  had  it  not  been  for  the 
princij^les  so  successfully  contended  for  on  that  hill,  on 
that  day,  it  is  not  probable  I  ever  should  have  seen 
America,  and  this  book  and  its  author  would  never 
have  seen  the  light  of  the  sun  in  Boston.  Such  were 
my  ruminations  after  the  meeting  broke  up,  as  I  was 
plodding  my  way  through  "Washington  street,  to  spend 

the  evening  with  a  select  party  at  the  house  of  Mr. ; 

but  as  the  history  of  one  steamboat  trip  will  answer  for 
one  hundred  on  the  same  waters,  so  the  description  of 
one  evening  party  will  answer  for  six  in  the  same  city. 
The  next  day  I  visited  many  of  the  gardens  in  and 
around  Boston.  N^othing  I  have  seen  in  America  will 
bear  the  least  comparison  with  the  houses  and  gardens 
of  the  Messrs.  Perkins.  The  vegetable  and  flower  gar- 
dens, the  green-houses  and  hot-houses,  the  grape,  peach, 
apricot,   and  nectarine   houses,   particularly  those   of 
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Thomas  Perkins,  are  superior  to  most,  and  inferior  to 
none,  of  the  same  sort  I  have  ever  seen  in  Britain. 
And  why  should  they  not  ?  These  men  are  as  rich  as 
23rinces,  and  more  hospitable  than  kings.  Such  men 
are  the  true  nobility  of  any  country :  the  majority  of 
what  are  styled  nobles,  and  noble  bloods,  all  over 
Europe,  were  nothing  originally  but  royal  robbers. 
"When  no  law  but  the  law  of  might  prevailed,  some 
mighty  robber  associated  with  himself  a  set  of  lewd 
and  lawless  fellows  of  the  common  sort,  and  robbed, 
plundered,  and  destroyed  their  weak  neighbors :  the 
sons,  approving  of  their  fathers'  sins,  kept  possession  of 
the  stolen  goods  from  one  generation  to  another.  In 
process  of  time  they  styled  themselves  noblemen :  and 
at  this  day  you  may  find  fellows  in  Europe  boasting  of 
their  blood  and  pedigree,  whose  fathers,  had  there  been 
either  law  or  justice  in  the  country,  would  have  been 
hanged.  But  such  princely  merchants  as  are  to  be  met 
with  in  every  quarter  of  Massachusetts — men  who  have 
made  their  own  fortunes  (not  made  by  the  father) — • 
these  are  the  true  nobility. 

Next  morning,  at  half-past  six,  I  called  at  the  coun- 
try-seat of  General  Dearborn  ;  walked  round  the  prem- 
ises some  time,  thinking  the  family  might  not  be  up  : 
a  few  minutes  before  seven  I  knocked — the  door  was 
opened  by  the  general  himself — found  breakfast  on  the 
table — his  lady  and  daughter  present,  in  a  very  be- 
coming morning-dress:  ate  a  comfortable  breakfast, 
and  got  so  absorbed  in  a  very  interesting  conversation, 
that  time  flew  without  our  taking  note,  till  it  was  lost ; 
it  w^as  near  ten  before  we  rose  from  the  table.  I  have 
not  met  a  more  agreeable  lady  than  the  mother,  a  more 
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polite  lady  than  the  daughter,  nor  a  more  finished  gen- 
tleman than  the  general. 

In  the  afternoon,  visited  Mount  Auburn.  I  don't 
think  a  spot  more  beautiful  and  more  suitable  for  the 
long  home  of  the  weary  traveller  can  be  found  in  the 
world.  As  you  trace  the  neat  and  solitary  walks, 
darkly  shaded  by  the  thick  foliage  of  the  ancient  trees, 
the  very  breeze  seems  to  whisper  in  your  ear,  tJiere  the, 
weary  are  at  rest.  The  monuments  are  simplicity 
itself:  no  gorgeous  robes  nor  war  trophies  there  ;  noth- 
ing save  the  emblems  of  the  solemn  realities  of  eternity. 
One  plain  square  stone  denotes  the  names  of  five  chil- 
dren, sons  and  daughters  of  T.  and  E.  Story,  once  the 
hope  of  their  parents.  After  recording  the  name  and 
age  of  each  (they  all  died  under  twenty-four  months),  it 
adds,  "  of  such  are  the  'kingdom  of  heaven?'' 

The  Botanic  Garden  at  Cambridge  is  well  enough, 
but  the  green-house  is  a  micre  a])ology  for  a  thing ; 
considering,  too,  that  it  forms  part  of  a  public  institu- 
tion. It  is  neither  long  enough  nor  broad  enough — it 
is  neither  wide  enough  nor  deep  enough — in  short,  it 
is  a  mere  burlesque  of  a  house  to  be  called  a  public 
botanic  garden  green-house.  Tlfe  churches  and  col- 
leges, the  students'  houses  and  professors'  houses,  are 
all  well  enough.  The  students  appeared  to  have  food 
to  eat,  and  raiment  to  put  on.  Some  of  them  looked 
like  fools.^  and  some  of  them  are  fools  from  the  foun- 
dation. The  former  wore  coats  shaped  like  a  flour- 
barrel,  both  ends  out ;  and  they  also  wore  strong  black 
leather  collars  bound  about  the  neck,  which  made 
them  look  like  a  snapping-turtle,  sitting  on  the  edge 
of  a  ditch  in  a  summer  day,  with  its  mouth  open  to 
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catch  flies.  I  tlioiight  they  were  making  those  chaps 
doctors  or  lawyers,  or  some  other  sort  of  necessary  evil 
— for  I  could  not,  for  the  life  of  me,  conceive  what 
other  nse  they  conld  make  of  them,  except  they  were 
to  stick  them  on  a  bean-pole  to  scare  crows.  The 
latter,  I  thought,  were  intended  for  readers  (not  preach- 
ers of  the  Gospel).  Their  heads,  I  thought,  the  pro- 
fessors mig-ht  as  well  save  themselves  the  trouble  of 
polishing,  as  they  had  only  to  send  them  down  to  Cape 
Cod,  or  Stonington,  where,  in  rummaging  some  old 
chest  in  the  garret,  they  might  find  as  many  sermons, 
preached  by  their  grandfathers,  sixty  years  ago,  as 
would  serve  them  to  read  for  their  lifetime.  Indeed,  I 
have  always  thought  it  was  time  and  money  thrown 
away  to  teach  a  man  to  speak  Greek  when  he  had  only 
to  read  Ensflish  sermons  in  Connecticut. 

The  professors,  too,  are  men  of  sense,  and,  I  wish  I 
could  add,  men  oi  feeling  2X?>q>  \  but  were  they  pos- 
sessed of  one  droj)  of  this  sweet  milk  of  human  kind- 
ness, sure  am  I  they  never  could  look  on  that  fine  Pvo- 
tia  Argentia"^  of  theirs  without  the  most  painful  sensa- 
tions. There  he  stands,  or  rather  is  compelled  to  sit, 
in  the  centre  of  the  stage ;  and,  for  aught  that  I  know, 
he  may  have  sat  there  for  half  a  century.  Again  and 
again  has  he  strove  to  raise  his  silver  locks  towards  his 
native  heavens — again  and  again  has  he  been  beat 
down.  Bowing  to  the  earth,  twisted  this  way,  bent, 
coiled,  and  confounded  the  other  way — like  a  snake 
with  forty  rattles,  or  like  some  Z«??^-legged  Yankee 
crammed  in  a  molasses  cask  till  his  heels  grew  fast  on 


*  Classical  name  of  the  Silon-tree. 


138  LIFE   AND   WRITINGS   OF 


his  shoulders — and  all  these  chapters  of  misery  arose 
from  a  narrow  contracted  spirit,  a  narrow  contracted 
purse,  or  a  narrow  contracted  house.  It  is  a  pity  but 
some  old  rich  bachelor  would  die  in  that  neighborhood, 
and,  by  way  of  atonement  for  the  sin  of  omission, 
would  leave  some  thousands  to  build  a  green-house  for 
the  college,  on  condition  that  they  would  call  it  after 
his  own  name — then,  indeed,  his  memory  would  live 
among  the  orange-trees  and  myrtles,  though  his  name 
might  j)erish  from  the  house  of  his  fathers. 

I  knew  none  of  the  gentlemen  about  the  place,  but 
they  knew  me,  and  treated  me  as  a  friend.  I  there 
found  a  geranium  I  had  never  seen ;  it  was  named  the 
Davieanwn.  I  was  very  kindly  presented  with  a  plant. 
I  carried  it  through  flood  and  through  field,  in  stage 
and  in  steamboat,  bringing  it  safe  to  ]^ew  York  with- 
out losing  a  leaf.  As  the  good  people  of  these  States 
in  Congress  assembled  assume  the  right  to  alter  a  man's 
name,  so  when  I,  with  much  care  and  labor,  got  this 
exotic  safely  landed  in  my  own  State,  thought  I  also 
had  a  right  to  give  it  a  new  name ;  so,  instantly  pro- 
curing a  painted  stick,  had  it  newly  labelled  Quincy- 
anium,  in  respect  to  the  worthy  president  of  the  insti- 
tution. 

J^ext  day  I  went  forth  with  my  package  of  cards 
to  make  my  calls  of  ceremony — knocked  at  the  door  of 

Mrs. ,  in  Beacon  street :  the  door  was  opened  by 

a  smart-looking  white  waiter,  who  said  Mrs. was 

from  home.  (I  could  read  in  the  man's  eyes  he  spoke 
not  the  truth.)     I  gave  him  my  card,  and  told  him  to 

give  it  to  Mrs.  • when  she  came  in — (perhaps  I 

pught  to  have  sent  in  my  card  at  first,  but  I  wished  to 
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see  how  matters  were  managed  among  the  quality). 
"Walking  slowly  from  the  door,  I  was  tapped  on  the 

shoulder  by  the  man,  who  said  Mrs. was  at  home, 

and  wished  to  see  me.  I  was  shown  into  the  parlor  : 
Mrs.  was  sitting  on  the  sofa,  in  a  neat  eleven- 
o'clock  dress.  She  met  me  in  the  middle  of  the  room, 
and  taking  both  of  my  hands — "  O  !  Mr.  Thorburn," 
says  she,  "  had  I  known  it  was  you,  I  would  have  been 
at  home."  "  Then,"  says  I,  "  madam,  you  really  are 
at  home."  "  I  am."  "  Well,"  says  I,  "  I  have  often 
read  of  the  witches  in  Xew  England,  who  could  be 
home  and  not  home  at  the  same  time — but  I  never  saw 
one  of  them  till  this  moment.  But"  savs  I,  "had 
they  been  all  as  handsome  witches  as  thou,  I  don't 
think  they  would  have  burned  so  many  of  them."  She 
smiled.  "  But,"  says  I,  "  madam,  are  you  not  ashamed 
to  hire  a  man  by  the  month  to  tell  such' tough  stories 
for  you  ?  (she  blushed.)  It  was  as  easy  to  have  said 
you  were  fixing  your  curls,  or  crimping  your  cap,  and 
could  not  be  spoke  to  till  four  o'clock  p.  m."  She  said 
it  was  true,  but  we  can't  get  along  without  a  portion  of 
deceit.  "  However,"  says  I,  "  madam,  I  am  not  come 
to  scold,  but  to  crave  your  help  in  a  small  difficulty. 
Here   are  two  cards,  Mrs.   A— —  and  Mrs.   B , 


within  a  few  doors  of  you ;  are  you  on  visiting  terms  ?" 
"  AYe  are."  "  Then,  madam,  as  I  can't  be  in  three 
places  at  one  time,  like  you  young  witches^'' — {a  hlusJi) — 
says  I,  "  so  you  may  blush — (observe  here,  she  took  it 
all  in  good  part — perhaps  the  compliment  at  the  begin- 
ning might  gild  the  pill — and  she  really  was  pretty)— 
and  as  your  card  says  seven  this  evening,  cannot  you 
invite  them,  or  get  them  to  invite  you?  this  will  be 
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like  killing  three  dogs  with,  one  bone."  She  said  it 
was  a  good  idea,  and  earned  it  into  effect  most  bril- 
liantly that  same  evening. 

Next  morning,  going  to  Medford  in  the  stage,  and 
thinking  on  the  occurrences  of  the  day  previous,  says 
I  to  myself,  how  much  hapj)ier  might  we  live  in  this 
goodly  land,  where  Providence  is  daily  loading  us  with 
more  benefits  than  falls  to  the  lot  of  any  other  people 
under  the  sun,  were  we  only  to  use  them  like  beings 
j)0ssessed  of  common  sense !  The  rich  make  themselves 
very  unhapj)y  by  relinquishing  their  own  liberty  and 
independence,  and  tamely  submitting  to  the  caprice 
and  folly  (to  call  it  by  no  worse  name)  of  the  most 
powerful  of  all  tyrants, /a57w(?;i — each  striving  to  outdo 

his   fellow  in  extravagance   and   show.     Mrs.  A 

goes  to  drink  tea  with  Mrs.  B :  she  there  finds  a 

new  and  very  exj)ensive  addition  to  the  tea-equipage ; 
slie  goes  home  in  misery,  and  can  neither  eat,  rest,  nor 
sleep ;  she  then  iny  dears  her  husband  day  and  night 
continually,  till  he  procures  for  her  the  like,  or  may  be 
something  more  costly.  Now  this  is  the  only  s^eck  on 
the  sun  of  a  woman^s  hlaze  of  excellence  ',  but  even  this 
a  man  of  sense  may,  in  a  great  measure,  remedy,  by 
kindly  and  candidly  making  known  to  his  j)artner  his 
real  situation  and  circumstances. 

The  second  class  make  themselves  miserable  by 
looking  up  at,  trying  to  imitate,  and  envying  their 
superiors.  A  great  majority  of  the  laboring  class  make 
themselves  miserable  by  getting  drunk,  forgetting  to 
make  hay  when  the  sun  shines,  and  forgetting  to  lay 
lip  stores  in  summer,  that  they  may  be  able  to  sit  by  a 
good  fire,  and  crack  their  nuts  in  winter,  as  the  squir- 
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rels  do — and  almost  every  one  thinks  his  neighbor 
happier  than  himself,  and  this  is  because  he  cannot  see 
the  snakes  that  gnaw  his  neighbor's  heart.  The  only 
secret  of  happiness  is  in  comparison :  when  you  think 
your  troubles  are  more  than  any  man's,  look  round, 
and  you  will  see  thousands  in  a  worse  condition  than 
yom'self :  when  you  break  your  arm,  be  very  glad  your 
legs  are  whole ;  when  you  break  your  leg,  be  very 
thankful  it  was  not  your  neck ;  and  when  Willie  Wil- 
S07i's  draft  for  §200  comes  back  j^rotested^  be  very 
thankful  that  it  was  not  Jamie  Jaimnison^s  for  $100. 
Just  view  every  thing  as  coming  from  the  directing 
hand  of  a  wise  particular  Providence,  and,  my  life  for 
it,  all  the  powers  of  earth  and  hell  will  never  be  able  to 
rob  you  of  your  confidence. 

Saturday,  8tli  of  June,  left  Boston  at  12  o'clock  m. 
My  feelings  and  impressions  were  of  the  most  pleasing 
nature — the  most  polite  attention  and  kindness  was 
shown  me  everywhere  by  the  gentlemen  and  the  ladies. 

At  Providence  I  tarried  two  days,  where  I  met  with 

the  same  kindness,  particularly  from  Mr. ,  one  of 

the  best  and  kindest  men  in  Phode  Island,  at  whose 
house  I  lodged. 

On  reviewing  the  last  ten  days,  I  think  I  have  seen 
more  of  what  may  be  termed  high  life  than  ever  I 
before  witnessed ;  and  from  what  I  have  seen,  I  am 
more  than  ever  convinced,  that  if  each  knew  his  neigh- 
bor's troubles,  he  would  find  that  what  are  termed  the 
good  and  evils  of  life  are  pretty  equally  divided.  I 
have  seen  the  man  whose  riches  increased,  and  wealth 
flowed  in  from  every  quarter :  he  was  the  envy  of  his 
neighbors,  because  they  knew  not  the  sorrows  that 
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wrung  his  heart ; — he  had  no  children  to  share  in  his 
wealth,  and  no  babes  to  whom  he  might  leave  his  sub- 
stance ;  this  was  the  worm  that  continually  gnawed  at 
the  root  of  his  gourd.  I  have  seen  the  servant,  while 
dusting  the  costly  fui^niture,  and  cleaning  the  hand- 
some grate,  place  the  shovel  on  the  side  where  the 
tongs  used  to  stand.  Such  a  trifle  as  this  have  I  seen 
throw  the  wife  of  that  rich  man  into  a  state  of  so  much 
turmoil  and  passion,  that  the  blood  receded  not  from 
her  face,  nor  the  fire  from  her  eyes,  nor  did  the  music 
of  her  tongue  cease  to  play  for  an  hour  to  come.  I 
have  seen  the  poor  man,  who  had  barely  food  to  eat, 
or  raiment  to  put  on — but  then  he  could  rejoice  in  the 
strong  arms  of  three  industrious  sons,  while  his  wife 
could  smile  at  the  light  step,  the  ruddy  cheek,  and 
healthy  looks  of  her  active  daughters. 

The  rich  man  fares  sumptuously  every  day ;  but  in 
most  cases,  by  abusing  his  mercies  he  turns  them  into 
a  curse.  I  have  seen  the  prosperous  merchant  return 
from  his  ofiice  to  his  house  in  Broadway,  or  ^j>aZ<2c^ 
near  town.  His  table  was  furnished  with  every  luxury — 
three  or  four  courses ;  then  nuts,  fruit,  and  wine ;  per- 
haps half  a  dozen  fowls  of  the  same  feather  in  company : 
they  have  a  real  set-to  of  eating  and  drinking,  for  four 
hours  on  a  stretch.  Had  you  seen  these  men  in  Wall 
street,  at  two  p.m.,  their  eyes  sparkling  with  intelli- 
gence, and  the  whole  countenance  lit  up  with  mercan- 
tile enterprise,  and  look  on  them  now — they  are  like 
beings  of  another  sphere.  It  is  seven  p.  m.  ;  the  table 
is  strewed  with  apple-skins  and  orange-skins — with  nut- 
shells and  almond-shells — cigars  half-smoked  and  whole- 
smoked — bottles  half-full  and  empty — wine,  red,  white, 
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and  blue,  mixing  with  the  shells,  skins,  and  tobacco 
aforesaid,  forming  altogether  a  beautiful  chemical,  vege- 
table, and  compound  dje,  which  flows  from  the  board 
for  the  benefit  of  trade,  and  the  hopes  of  the  merchant 
of  Brussels.  But  look  now  at  their  keen,  calculating, 
"Wall  street  eyes ;  they  are  sunk,  glazed,  and  vacant — 
half-shut,  half-asleep — their  chairs  turned  half  round, 
facing  one  another  in  pairs ;  there  they  sit,  staring  in 
one  anothers  faces,  muttering  half  sentences  of  inco- 
herent nonsense,  and  looking  like  a  set  of  most  consum- 
mate fools.  No  wonder  that  the  ladies  retire  from  such 
a  scene,  as  soon  as  the  bottles  and  cork-screw  are  called 
for.  Next  morning,  at  nine  a.  m.,  you  may  see  them 
crawling  out  of  bed ;  the  weather  is  hot ;  their  heads 
are  buoyant  from  the  fumes  of  wine;  they  stagger 
across  the  room,  and  are  brought  up  at  the  back  win- 
dow by  a  chair  or  sofa ;  for  ten  minutes  they  sit  in- 
haling the  sweet  breeze  from  the  cooling  waters  of  the 
Hudson;  having  shaved,  washed,  and  dressed,  they 
descend,  holding  fast  to  the  banisters.  The  breakfast- 
table  is  set  with  every  thing  to  tempt  the  appetite,  but 
appetite  they  have  none ;  a  pump-bolt  itself  could  not 
cram  these  good  things  down  their  burning  throats. 
Again  they  walk  slowly  on  to  T\^all  street,  where,  in 
some  soda-water  or  doctor's  shop,  they  drown  their 
burning  thirst. 

Now  this  is  what  these  men  call  good  living ;  fast 
living  it  is,  in  all  conscience ;  and  I  think  these  must  be 
the  very  sort  of  bodies  mentioned  in  the  Auld  BooJc^ 
who  "  live  not  out  half  their  days."  I  know  some  of 
these  men  ;  they  were  boys  when  I  was  married  ;  now 
they  are  old  men  at  forty.     You  may  see  them  of  a 
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fine  afternoon  crawling  along  by  Trinity  Church ;  you 
may  know  them  by  their  short  step  of  three  inches  ;  by 
placing  the  heel  first  on  the  ground — no  elastic  spring 
of  the  foot,  that  bends  to  the  toe — no  such  thing  with 
them ;  already  are  their  toes  twice  dead — plucked  up 
by  the  gout.  You  may  see  them  bending  on  their 
stafi;,  or  holding  with  both  hands  to  the  railing  of  the 
church-yard — perhaps  reading  the  monument  of  his 
grandmother,  or  the  tombstone  of  some  brother  of  the 
cup,  long  departed,  and  he  himself  grinning  in  horrid 
antici23ation  of  the  fast-approaching  night  when  he,  with 
his  gouty  feet  and  corny  toes,  will  moulder  in  that  clay. 
So  much  for  good  living. 

Now  look  at  the  sober  house-mason.  At  six  a.  m.,- 
March  10th,  he  goes  forth  to  work ;  at  eight,  his  pretty 
little  daughter,  with  a  basket  of  bread  and  butter,  and 
may  be  a  smoked  herring,  all  covered  with  a  clean,  neat 
cloth — a  small  tin  kettle  with  his  pint  of  coflfee :  he  sets 
himself  down  on  a  cold  stone,  where  he  eats  his  bread 
with  a  merry  heart  and  a  good  appetite,  l^ow  if  this 
man  is  blessed  with  a  thankful  heart,  and  a  trust  in  a 
kind  Providence,  he  is  happier  by  far  than  the  man 
who  fares  sumptuously  every  day,  and  has  no  such 
trust:  no  gout,  cramp,  or  dyspepsia  ever  disturbs  his 
rest. 
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CHAPTER   XIV. 

DsTERVIEW  ■VTITH   THE   EDITOR  OF  THE   SUBALTERN   NEWSPAPER. EFFECTS   OF 

INFIDELITY. HISTORY  OF  WILLIAM. A  VISIT  FROM  HIM. 

I  CALLED  to  see  Mr. ,  of  the  Subaltern  newspaper. 

This  gentleman  had  given  me  some  very  hard  names, 
because  he  and  I  differed  about  Mr.  Paine's  principles 
and  practice.  He  had  said,  "  I  was  an  old  bigoted 
Scotch  dotard."  .1  called  at  his  printing-office.     "Is 

Mr. within  ?"  (he  sat  by  a  table  examining  some 

papers.)     "  My   name  is ,  sir."     Says   I,   "  Have 

you  ever  seen  me  V  "  Kot  to  my  knowledge,"  says 
he.  Says  I,  holding  out  my  hand,  "  My  name  is 
Thorburn."  He  colored  for  a  moment.  Says  I,  "  You 
and  I  have  had  a  small  paper  war  ;  now,  if  there  is  any 
bad  feeling  between  us,  I  am  come  to  make  it  good." 
We  w^ere  friends  immediately.     "  Kow,"  says  I,  "  Mr. 

,  I  do  not  presume  to  call  you  to  an  account  for 

your  opinions ;  that  is  a  matter  between  God  and  your 
own  conscience ;  but  I  claim  an  equal  right  to  hold 
mine.  You  tliink  society  can  exist,  and  be  in  more 
comfortable  circumstances,  without  religion  and  the 
Bible  than  with  them.  I  think  otherwise :  the  experi- 
ment was  fairly  tried  in  France  thirty  years  ago,  when 
the  Free-thinkers  had  the  government  in  their  hands. 
They  abolished  the  Sabbath — they  shut  up  the  churches, 
and  the  country  became  one  field  of  blood.    The  ten- 
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dency  of  your  system  is  to  send  our  clerks  and  mechan- 
ics to  the  fields  on  Sunday,  where  they  soon  spend  their 
money,  find  bad  company,  and  contract  bad  habits ; 
come  home  at  night  sorely  fatigued,  and  may  be  drunk ; 
next  day  are  unable  to  enter  on  the  necessary  labors  of 
the  week.  Ours  leads  them  to  the  temple  of  Him  in 
whom  we  live,  move,  and  have  our  being,  to  thank 
Him  for  the  mercies  of  the  past  week;  and  in  this 
there  is  a  luxury  of  pleasure  that  only  the  thankful 
heart  can  feel.  There,  they  are  not  exposed  to  bad 
com23any;  are  not  tempted  to  spend  their  money; 
they  do  not  get  drunk;  they  rest  and  recruit  their 
fi-ame :  on  Monday  morning  they  enter  on  the  labors 
of  the  week,  refreshed  in  body  and  mind,  and  no 
horrible  regret  at  a  day  misspent."  In  this  strain  we 
conversed  in  a  comfortable  manner  near  half  an  hour, 
and  parted  better  friends  than  when  we  met. 

Of  late  a  good  deal  has  been  said  about  Miss  "Wright 
and  her  Temple  of  Reason.  I  think  the  plain,  simple, 
"but  true  history  of  myself  and  William,  afibrds  as  good 
a  practical  comment  on  the  effects  of  infidel  principles 
as  any  thing  I  have  met  with. 

In  a  short  time  it  will  be  sixty  winters  since  I  first 
landed  in  ISTew  York ;  I  was  then  in  my  twentieth  year, 
without  a  face  that  I  knew,  or  a  friend  to  counsel  or 
direct.  On  the  first  Sabbath  morning  after  we  landed, 
three  young  men  of  our  passengers  called  and  inquired 
where  I  was  going  to-day  ?  I  said,  "  To  church."  They 
answered,  '^  We  have  been  near  ten  weeks  confined  to 
the  ship ;  let  us  now  walk  out  and  see  the  country ; 
our  health  requires  exercise,  and  we  can  go  to  church 
another  day."     I  said,  "  As  long  as  I  can  remember,  I 
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liave  gone  to  cliiircli  Tvith  my  father  every  Sabbath  of 
my  life;  and  when  we  parted,  his  last  words  were, 
JRemetnber  the  Sahbath-day P  They  went  to  the  coun- 
try— I  went  to  church ;  they  spent  a  few  shillings  of 
their  wages — I  put  two  one-penny  corporation-bills''^  in 
the  collection  for  the  poor.  Some  of  them  were  good 
mechanics,  and  got  from  eight  to  ten  dollars  per  week ; 
my  branch  was  poor,  and  it  was  only  by  close  applica- 
tion I  earned  five  dollars  per  week.  They  continued 
going  in  the  country,  found  loose  company,  spent  most 
of  their  week's  wages,  came  home  half  drunk,  some- 
times caught  by  a  thimder-storm,  which  spoiled  their 
fine  clothes  and  hats ;  rose  late  on  Monday  morning, 
bones  and  head  aching,  and  could  work  but  little  all 
that  day.  I  went  to  church,  saved  my  wages,  rose 
early  on  Monday  morning,  my  bones  rested,  my  head 
Bomid,  and  started  on  the  labors  of  the  week  with 
a  light  heart  and  quiet  conscience.  At  the  end  of  the 
year  they  could  show  fine  clothes  and  powdered  heads 
on  Sunday ;  but  I  could  show  $100,  piled  in  the  cor- 
ner of  my  chest.  They  have  all  been  gone  long  ago ; 
having  lived  fast,  they  died  early;  while  I,  as  one 
consequence  of  regular  living,  have  not  been  confined 
by  sickness  for  one  day  in  all  that  period. 

JSTow,  Mr.  Deist  and  Mrs.  Deist,  you  who  profess  to 
reform  the  world  by  destroying  the  Bible  and  abolish- 
ing the  Sabbath — ^you  who  profess  to  speak  and  write 
for  the  good  of  society,  I  would  ask  you,  who  lived  the 
most  comfortable  life,  they  or  I  ?     Who  were  the  most 


*  Paper  money  then  in  circulation  in  Xew  York,  before  the  United 
States  had  established  a  mint. 
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useful  members  of  society  ?  They  died,  and  left  their 
wives  and  children  beggars.  One  of  the  young  men 
of  whom  I  speak  was  a  baker  :  in  a  fit  of  intemperance, 
while  working  dough  in  the  trough,  alone,  he  lost  his 
balance,  tumbled  in  with  his  head  buried  in  dough,  and 
in  this  situation  was  found  dead.  This  fact  is  known 
to  scores  of  his  countrymen  now  in  this  city. 

If  I  die  to-night,  my  family  have  the  tools  and  hands 
to  make  themselves  independent  of  the  world. 

About  three  months  after  I  landed,  there  came  from 
England  into  the  shop  where  I  wrought,  a  man  by  the 
name  of  William ;  he  had  a  fine  little  woman  for  a 
wife,  and  one  or  two  young  children.  He  was  an  ex- 
cellent mechanic,  and  the  first,  I  believe,  who  manu- 
factured coach-springs  in  'New  York ;  he  was,  by  re- 
ligious profession,  a  Baptist,  and  went  to  the  church  in 
Gold  street.  Dr.  Foster,  I  believe,  was  then  the  pastor. 
He  continued  a  consistent  professor,  attending  church 
regularly  with  his  wife  and  children.  But  William 
was  a  warm  politician — a  democrat,  as  red  hot  as  the 
iron  he  hammered.  He  was  soon  found  out  by  the 
radicals  of  that  day.  About  this  time  there  came  to 
the  city  a  man  by  the  name  of  Palmer,  who  was  either 
born  blind,  or  had  lost  his  sight  by  disease.  This  blind 
leader  of  the  blind  used  to  lecture  on  Deism,  in  what 
was  then  called  the  Assembly  Koom,  in  William  street. 
William  was  led  by  some  of  his  new  associates  into  this 
dungeon  of  despair,  and  drank  deep  in  their  dark  and 
cheerless  doctrine.  In  a  short  time  he  came  out  a 
flaming  Deist ;  and  instead  of  going  with  his  wife  and 
children  to  church,  he  led  them  to  Long  Island,  or  the 
fields  in  Jersey ;  or  he  went  by  himself  to  some  low 
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tavern,  and  harangued  on  Mr.  Paine's  "  Age  of  Eea- 
son,"  to  any  set  of  blockheads  who  would  hear  him. 
His  children,  as  thej  grew  up,  being  left  to  wander 
as  thej  pleased,  soon  associated  with  bad  company, 
and  turned  out  worse  than  good  for  nothing.  He  had 
commenced  business  for  himself,  and  for  some  time  was 
in  a  very  thriving  way.  But  now  every  thing  was  for- 
gotten in  his  zeal  for  propagating  his  new  principles. 
You  might  find  him  in  every  street  and  comer,  pouring 
out  his  new  light ;  and  so  vulgar  and  brutish  was  the 
language  in  which  he  blasphemed  every  thing  which 
society  in  general  holds  sacred,  that  moderate  men  of 
any  principles  got  disgusted,  shunned  his  company  and 
shoj),  and  his  worldly  circumstances  began  to  fall  into 
decay.  As  old  shopmates,  he  and  I  have  ever  been, 
and  now  are,  on  the  most  friendly  terms  when  we 
meet;  and  from  the  beginning  have  I  expostulated 
and  warned  him  of  the  ruin  he  was  bringing  on  him- 
self and  family  in  this  world,  laying  the  next  aside. 
Though  he  could  not  deny  the  truth  of  what  I  said,  yet 
he  seemed  like  one  who  had  gone  so  far  that  he  was 
ashamed  to  recede. 

One  morning,  about  ten  o'clock,  he  called  on  me  and 
asked  for  something  to  buy  his  breakfast,  as  he  had  not 
tasted  any  thing  that  day.  I  looked  on  him  with  sor- 
row, almost  to  crying ;  says  I,  "  William,  has  it  really 
come  to  this  with  you  ?"  He  said  he  had  not  a  cent,  a 
friend,  or  child  to  help  him  in  the  world.  I  asked  for 
his  sons  and  daughters  by  name — they  had  all  gone  to 
ruin,  or  were  dead.  The  few  old  friends  of  the  AYil- 
liam  street  Illuminati^  now  that  he  was  poor,  knew 
him  not.     I  gave  him  a  small  sum,  and  told  him  to  call 
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on  me  in  liis  extremity.  Says  I,  "  William,  there  are 
my  sons  and  daughters ;  they  are  an  honor  to  their 
parents,  being  all  useful  members  of  society.  Your 
children  and  mine  were  brought  up  neighbors  to  one 
another — what  should  make  them  to  differ?"  He  was 
silent.  Says  I,  "  I  told  you,  thirty-four  years  ago,  your 
mad  principles  would  beggar  yourself  and  ruin  your 
family.  While  you  carried  your  children  to  the  fields, 
or  left  them  to  wander  in  the  road  to  destruction,  I  car- 
ried mine  to  the  church,  where  they  were  not  exposed 
to  bad  company ;  and  now  they  walk  in  the  Vays  of 
wisdom,  which  are  pleasantness  and  peace."  I  added, 
"  You  must  now  be  convinced  that  religion  is  the  best 
thing  for  this  world ;  and  in  the  next,  they  who  profess 
it  will  be  as  well  off  as  you.  But  if  the  Bible  is  true, 
you  may  say  with  the  miser,  '  I  was  starved  in  this,  and 
damned  in  that  which  is  to  come.'  "  He  confessed  I 
had  the  best  of  the  argument,  and  said  he  might  have 
been  a  rich  man  if  he  had  stuck  to  the  principles  he 
brought  with  him  from  England.  He  said  he  thought 
of  going  into  the  alms-house — it  was  a  good  last  re- 
treat. "  And  for  this,"  says  I  to  William,  "  you  have 
to  thank  Christianity;  for  where  the  Bible  is  not 
known,  they  have  neither  alms-house  nor  hospital."  I 
have  only  to  add,  that  this  story  is  no  fiction,  nor  com- 
bination of  characters  that  may  have  existed  ;  but  it  is 
literally  true.  My  friend  William  now  lives ;  he  is  a 
man  of  truth,  though  a  Deist,  and  will  vouch  for  what 
I  have  said,  were  he  asked.  If  any  one  doubts,  I  can 
point  them  to  some  of  the  men,  still  alive. 

August  2,  1833,  I  had  a  visit  from  my  friend  Wil- 
liam ;  he  calls  as  usual  when  his  funds  run  low ;  gave 
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him  something  of  the  needful.  Being  a  hot  day,  and 
not  many  customers,  we  sat  and  conversed  about  old 
times.  Says  I,  "  William,  it  is  now  thirty-nine  years 
since  the  first  week  that  you  and  I  wrought  together. 
]^ow,"  says  I,  "William,  there  is  no  use  of  disguise 
about  principles,  or  any  thing  else,  between  you  and 
me.  You  must  be  in  the  grave  soon,  and  I,  though 
nearly  twenty  years  younger,  may  be  there  first ;  but 
would  you  do  as  you  have  done,  could  you  recall  the 
last  forty  years  of  your  life  ?"  He  answered  firmly,  he 
would  not.  Says  I,  "  In  what  would  you  improve  V 
Says  he,  "  I  never  again  would  deny  my  religion,  or 
forsake  my  church;"  and  added,  "he  believed  he 
would  have  been  among  the  richest  mechanics  in  ^New 
York,  had  he  only  continued  in  the  principles  he 
brought  with  him  from  England."  I  said,  "  I  believed 
he  was  right ;"  for,  says  I,  "  William,  you  will  remem- 
ber often  when  you  got  engaged  in  a  dispute,  your 
bellows  and  hammer  lay  still,  and  your  fire  went  out, 
while  mine  was  flying  like  the  clapper  of  a  grist- 
mill." He  smiled,  and  said,  "  I  was  correct."  I 
asked,  "Where  he  found  those  who  were  most  ready 
to  help,  now  that  he  could  not  help  himself, — among 
his  free-thinking  friends,  or  among  the  church-going 
folks?"  He  said,  "Last  winter  he  was  some  time 
confined  to  bed  by  sickness,  and  was  often  visited  by 
ladies  and  gentlemen  from  the  Methodist  and  other 
churches,  and  by  the  humane  societies."  They  told 
him  (it  is  his  own  words),  "though  they  were  opposed 
to  his  principles,  yet  it  was  their  duty  not  to  see  him 
want  '  and  added,  "that  they  were  very  kind  to 
hijr      jut  very  few  of  his  free-thinking  brethren  ever 
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came  Dear  him."  "Kow,  William,"  says  I,  "twenty- 
five  year's  ago  yon  branded  all  these  chnrch-going 
people  as  a  set  of  unqualiiied  hypocrites  ;  bnt  you 
have  lived  to  experience  the  benefits  of  their  princi- 
ples and  practice;  they,  at  least,  in  this  way  follow 
the  example  of  the  Master  they  profess  to  serve,  for  he 
always  was  found  in  the  hovels  of  the  poor,  and  by 
the  sick-bed  of  the  wretched.  Did  you  ever  see  Miss 
Fanny  Wright  brave  the  winter's  blast  and  enter  the 
abodes  of  misery,  like  those  ladies  you  speak  of? 
Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  Deist  founding  a  hospital  ? 
Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  Deist  giving  thirty  thousand 
dollars  to  a  blind  institution,  as  was  lately  done  by  a 
rich  professor  in  Boston  ?"  He  acknowledged  he  had 
not,  and  that  religion  was  the  best  thing  for  this 
world,  and  would  do  no  harm  in  the  next.  He  said 
he  had  gone  wrong;  but  now  it  was  too  late  to  re- 
tract. 

William  is  honest,  sober,  and  kind  to  man  and 
beast ;  industrious,  too,  he  was  thirty-eight  years  ago, 
till  he  changed  his  coat ;  then  he  spent  a  large  por- 
tion of  his  time  in  reasoning,  disputing,  and  spreading 
abroad  his  new  light.  He  is  courteous,  and  always 
was  charitable  when  he  had  wherewithal  to  give. 
These,  and  other  good  qualities  still  in  his  possession, 
he  learned  from  the  Bible  in  his  voutli  ;  and  thoneh 
he  has  long  since  thrown  away  the  book,  he  yet  con- 
tinues to  practise  many  of  its  most  beautiful  precepts. 

Those  monsters  who  reigned  with  Robespierre,  and 
cemented  the  pavements  in  Paris  with  the  blood  of 
women^  were  not  Christians ;  they,  to  be  sure,  Avere 
born  imder  a  most  Christian,  or  a  most  Catholic  ma- 


GEAOTT  THORBrEN.  153 


jesty,  and  might  have  had  the  sign  of  the  cross  at 
baptism ;  but  with  regard  to  its  principles  and  prac- 
tice they  were  as  ignorant  as  the  beasts  that  perish ; 
they  were  professed  free-thinkers,  philanthropists — so 
fall  of  love  for  all  mankind,  that  they  thought  it  was 
doing  the  Goddess  of  Liberty  service  to  cut  half  the 
throats  of  the  present  generation,  so  that  they  might 
transmit  the  same  privilege  to  the  generations  to  come. 

7^ 
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CHAPTER    XV. 

CORBESPO^^DENCE  BETWEEN  THOMAS  PAINE  AND  WILLIAM  CARVER. 

Many  of  my  readers  will  laugh  at  the  unconnected 
nature  of  mj  little  book ;  but  I  hope  the  interest  is  not 
lessened  by  it. 

I  will  now  fill  a  chapter  with  a  correspondence  be- 
tween Thomas  Paine  and  "William  Carver;  for  in  a 
short  time  the  men  to  whom  Mr.  Paine  was  personally 
known  will  have  vanished  from  the  earth ;  and  what 
follows  will  furnish  a  valuable  document  for  future 
historians,  and  will  be  read  with  interest,  and  no  doubt 
with  benefit,  by  many  of  the  present  generation  who 
knew  him  not.  I  understand  the  writer  is  still  an 
inhabitant  of  this  city,  and  is  considered  a  man  of 
truth  and  honorable  dealing  with  his  neighbors ;  and 
though  he  continues  an  admirer  of  Paine's  principles, 
he  has  always  condemned  his  practice. . 

Extracted  from  Cheetharn^s  Life  of  Paine^  p.  253, 

puhlisJied  in  1809. 

ISTo.  I. 

New  York,  November  21s;,  1806 

CniZEN  Fkiend — I  take  this  oj^portunity  to  inform 
you  that  I  am  in  want  of  money,  and  should  think  it  as 
a  favor  if  you  would  settle  your  account;  you  must 
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consider  that  I  have  a  large  family,  and  nothing  to 
support  tliem  with  but  my  labor.  I  have  made  calcu- 
lation of  my  expenses  on  your  account  the  last  time 
that  you  was  at  my  house,  and  find  they  amount  to 
one  hundred  and  fifty  or  sixty  dollars  ;  your  stay  was 
twenty-two  weeks,  and  Mrs.  Palmer  twelve  weeks' 
board  on  your  account.  I  expect,  therefore,  you  will 
have  the  goodness  to  pay  me ;  for  you  must  recollect 
YOU  was  with  me  almost  the  whole  of  the  winter  before 
last,  for  which  you  only  gave  me  four  guineas.  K  I, 
like  yourself,  had  an  independent  fortune,  I  should 
not  then  require  one  cent  of  you ;  but  real  necessity, 
and  justice  to  my  family,  thus  prompt  me  to  urge 
payment  from  you. 

Yours,  in  friendship, 

William  Caeyee. 
Mr.  Thomas  Paine. 

m.  n. 

[Mr.  Carver — ^I  received  your  letter  of  the  21st 
inst.,  and  as  there  are  several  mistakes  in  it,  I  sit 
do^vn  to  correct  them.  You  say  to  me  in  your  letter, — 
"You  must  recollect  you  was  with  me  almost  the 
whole  of  the  winter  before  last,  for  which  you  only 
gave  me  fom-  guineas."  This  is  a  misstatement  in 
every  part  of  it.  I  paid  you  four  dollars  per  week  for 
the  time  I  was  at  your  house.  I  told  you  so  when  1 
gave  you  the  money,  which  was  in  the  shop.  I  had 
lodged  and  boarded  at  Mr.  Glen's  in  Water  street, 
before  I  came  to  your  house.  I  paid  him  five  dollars 
per  week;  but  I  had  a  good  room  with  a  fireplace, 
and  liquor  found  for  dinner  and  supper.     At  your 
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house,  I  had  not  the  same  convenience  of  a  room,  and 
I  found  my  own  liqnor,  which  I  bought  of  John  Fel- 
lows :  so  that  you  were  paid  to  the  full  worth  of  what  I 
had.  As  I  paid  by  the  week,  it  does  not  signify  how 
long  or  short  the  time  was ;  but  certainly  it  was  not 
^''almost  the  lohole  of  tlie  winter.'^''  I  had  burnt  out 
my  wood  at  Mr.  Glen's,  and  did  not  choose  to  buy 
any  new  stock,  because  I  wanted  to  go  to  ISTew 
Kochelle  to  get  Purdy  off  the  farm  ;  I  therefore  came 
to  your  house  in  the  mean  time.  How  does  it  happen 
that  those  who  receive  do  not  remember  so  well  as 
those  who  pay  ? 

You  say  in  your  letter, — "  You  have  made  a  calcu- 
lation of  your  expenses  on  my  account  the  last  time  I 
was  at  your  house,  and  find  that  they  amount  to  one 
hundred  and  fifty  or  sixty  dollars ;  that  I  was  twenty- 
two  weeks,  and  Mrs.  Palmer  twelve  weeks  on  my  ac- 
count." I  know  not  how  you  calculate,  nor  who  helps 
you,  but  I  know  what  the  price  of  boarding  is.  The 
time  I  was  at  your  house  consists  of  two  parts;  First, 
from  the  time  I  came  from  IS'ew  Rochelle  till  I  was 
taken  ill ;  and  from  thence  till  I  came  away,  ISTov.  3  ;  I 
know  not  exactly  the  time  I  came  from  Kew  Po- 
chelle,  but  I  can  know  by  writing  to  Mr.  Shute.  I 
know  it  was  some  time  before  the  eclipse,  which  was 
the  IGth  June.  The  time  I  was  taken  ill  I  can  know 
by  referriug  to  my  will,  which  is  in  the  hands  of  a 
friend. 

You  seem  not  to  know  any  thing  about  the  price  of 
boarding.  John  Fellows  took  board  and  lodging  for 
me  and  Mrs.  Palmer  at  Winship's,  Corlser's  Hook. 
"Winship  asked  seven  dollars  per  week  for  me  and  her. 
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The  room  I  was  to  have  was  a  handsome,  spacious 
room,  and  Mrs.  Palmer  had  none,  nor  a  lire  to  come  to 
when  the  weather  grew  cold.  As  to  myself,' I  suffered 
a  great  deal  from  the  cold.  There  ought  to  have  been 
a  fire  in  the  parlor. 

The  things  which  Mrs.  Palmer  did  for  me  were  those 
which  belonged  to  the  house  to  do — making  the  bed 
and  sweeping  the  room ;  and  when  it  happened  Mrs. 
Palmer  was  not  there,  w^hich  often  happened,  I  had  a 
great  deal  of  trouble  to  get  it  done.  The  black  woman 
said  she  should  not  do  any  thing  but  what  Mrs.  Carver 
told  her  to  do ;  and  I  had  sometimes  to  call  John  from 
his  work  to  do  the  servant-woman's  work,  and  your 
wife  knew  it.  Sometimes  the  room  became  so  dirty 
that  people  that  came  to  see  me  took  notice  of  it,  and 
wondered  I  staid  in  such  a  place.  I  am  at  a  loss  to 
understand  you  when  you  say,  "  I  have  made  a  calcu- 
lation of  my  expenditures  on  your  account^  and  find 
they  amount  to  one  hundred  and  fifty  or  sixty  dollars.'* 
"Why  did  you  not  send  me  the  particulars  of  that  ex- 
penditure, that  I  might  know  if  those  particulars  were 
true  or  false?  The  expense,  however,  that  you  were 
at  on  my  account,  was  the  addition  of  one  more  to 
your  family  than  you  had  before  I  came,  and  no  more, 
except  for  the  time  Mrs.  Palmer  was  there,  which  loas 
not  twelve  weeks  /  and  your  wife  often  called  her  down 
to  cut  out  and  make  things  for  herself  and  children. 
I  had  tea  with  brown  sugar,  and  every  thing  else  in. 
common  with  the  fare  of  the  kitchen ;  so  that,  unless  I 
ate  more  than  anybody  else,  I  was  of  no  more  expense 
than  anybody  else.  What  liquor  I  had,  I  sent  out  for 
myself.     On  what   ground,  then,  is  yom*  calculation 
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founded?  I  suppose  tlie  case  is,  that  you  liave  been  a 
good  deal  cheated,  and  your  wife  and  son  try  to  make 
you  believe  that  the  expense  has  been  incurred  upon 
my  account. 

I  had  written  thus  far  on  the  Sunday  evening,  when 
Mr.  Butler  called  to  see  me,  and  I  read  it  to  him,  and 
also  yonr  letter  ;  and  I  did  the  same  to  John  Fellows, 
who  came  afterwards.  Anybody  seeing  yonr  letter, 
and  knowing  no  further,  would  suppose  that  I  kept  you 
out  of  a  great  deal  of  property,  and  would  not  settle  the 
account.  Whereas  the  case  is,  that  I  told  you  the  last 
time  you  came  for  money,  and  I  gave  you  ten  dollars, 
that  I  did  not  choose  to  pay  any  more  till  the  account 
was  settled;  you  ought,  therefore,  to  have  come  for 
that  pur]_30se,  instead  of  writing  the  letter  you  did, 
which  contains  no  account  at  all.  I  did  not  like  the 
treatment  I  received  at  your  house ;  in  no  case  was  it 
friendly,  and  in  many  cases  not  civil,  especially  from 
your  wife.  She  did  not  send  me  my  tea  or  coffee  till 
everybody  else  was  served,  and  many  times  it  was  not 
fit  to  drink.  As  to  yourself,  you  ought  not  to  have  left 
me  the  night  I  was  struck  with  the  apoplexy.  I  find 
you  came  up  in  the  night  and  opened  the  little  cup- 
board, and  took  my  watch ;  did  you  take  any  thing 
else? 

I  shall  desire  John  Fellows  and  Mr.  Morton  to  call 
on  you  and  settle  the  account,  and  then  I  desire  that 
all  communications  between  you  and  me  may  cease. 
Butler  called  on  me  last  evening,  Tuesday,  and  told 
me  your  goings  on  at  Martin's  on  the  Sunday  night.  I 
did  not  think.  Carver,  you  were  such  an  unprincipled, 
false-hearted  man  as  I  find  you  to  be ;  but  am  glad  I 
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have  foimd  it  out  time  enougli  to  dispossess  joii  of  all 
trust  I  reposed  in  you  when  I  made  my  will,  and  of 
every  thing  else  to  which  yom'  name  is  there  men- 
tioned. 

Thomas  Paine. 

1^0.  m. 

Me.  Thomas  Paine — I  received  your  letter,  dated  the 
25th  ult.,  in  answer  to  mine,  dated  l^ovember  21; 
and,  after  minutely  examining  its  contents,  I  found 
that  you  had  taken  the  pitiful  subterfuge  of  lying  for 
your  defence.  You  say  that  you  paid  me  four  dollars 
per  week  for  your  board  and  lodging  dming  the  time 
that  you  were  with  me  prior  to  the  first  of  June  last, 
w^hich  was  the  day  that  I  went  up  by  your  order  to 
bring  you  to  'New  York,  from  ISTew  Pochelle.  It  is 
fortunate  for  me  that  I  have  a  living  evidence  that  saw 
you  give  me  four  guineas,  and  no  more,  in  my  shop, 
at  your  departure  at  that  time ;  but  you  said  you  would 
have  given  me  more,  but  that  you  had  no  more  with 
you  at  present.  You  say,  also,  that  you  found  your 
own  liquors  during  the  time  you  boarded  with  me ;  but 
you  should  have  said,  "  I  found  only  a  small  part  of  the 
liquor  I  drank  during  my  stay  with  you ;  this  part  I 
purchased  of  John  Fellows,  which  was  a  demijohn  of 
brandy,  containing  four  gallons,  and  this  did  not  serve 
me  three  weeks."  This  can  be  proved,  and  I  mean  not 
to  say  any  thing  that  I  cannot  prove ;  for  I  hold  truth 
as  a  precious  jewel.  It  is  a  well-known  fact  that  you 
drank  one  quart  of  brandy  per  day  at  my  expense, 
during  the  different  times  you  have  boarded  with  me, 
the  demijohn  above  mentioned  excepted,  and  the  last 
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fourteen  weeks  you  were  sick.  Is  not  this  a  Supply  of 
liquor  for  dinner  and  supper  ?  As  for  what  you  paid 
Mr.  Glen,  or  any  other  person,  that  is  nothing  to  me. 
I  am  not  paid,  and  found  you  room  and  firing  besides. 
You  say,  as  you  paid  by  the  week,  it  matters  not  how 
long  your  stay  was.  I  accede  to  your  remark,  that  the 
time  of  your  stay  at  my  house  would  have  been  of  no 
matter,  if  I  had  been  paid  by  the  week  ;  but  the  fact  is 
otherwise.  I  have  not  been  paid  at  all,  or  at  least,  but 
a  very  small  part :  prove  that  I  have,  if  you  can,  and 
then  I  shall  be  viewed  by  my  fellow-citizens  in  that 
contemptible  light  that  they  will  view  you  in,  after  the 
publication  of  this  my  letter  to  you.  You  ask  me  the 
question,  "  How  is  it  that  those  who  receive  do  not  re- 
member as  well  as  those  that  pay  ?"  My  answer  is,  I 
do  remember,  and  shall  give  you  credit  for  every  far- 
thing I  have  received,  and  no  more.  I  will  ask  you, 
what  consolation  you  derive  to  your  mind  in  departing 
from  truth,  and  endeavoring  to  evade  paying  a  just 
and  lawful  debt?  I  shall  pass  over  a  great  part  of 
your  letter  with  silent  contem^^t,  and  opj)ose  your  false 
remarks  with  plain  truths.  As  the  public  will  see  your 
letter  as  well  as  mine,  they  will  be  able  to  judge  of 
your  conduct  and  mine  for  themselves.  You  say  tliat 
I  seem  not  to  know  any  thing  about  the  price  of  board- 
ing in  the  city;  but  I  know  the  price  is  from  three 
dollars  to  five,  and  from  that  to  ten,  with  an  additional 
charge  if  the  boarder  should  be  sick  for  three  months 
or  upwards.  I  shall  show  you  how  I  calculate  my  ex- 
penditures by  the  bill  that  will  be  rendered  to  you ;  and 
I  believe  it  will  be  an  imj^ortant  lesson  to  those  that 
may  undertake  to  board  you  hereafter.     I  have  no 
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person  to  help  me  to  calculate  or  write  ;  but  fortunately 
took  the  advice  of  a  friend,  and  got  him  to  keep  the 
account  of  all  the  times  you  staid  with  me.  You  as- 
sert  that  your  being  at  my  house  only  added  one  more* 
to  the  family ;  I  shall  prove  that  it  added  to  the  num- 
ber of  three.  You  know  very  well  when  you  came  I 
told  you  I  must  hire  a  servant-girl  if  you  stayed  with 
me.  This  I  did  for  five  months,  at  five  dollars  per 
month  and  her  board.  This  I  would  not  have  done 
unless  you  had  given  me  ground  to  believe  you  would 
have  paid  me.  After  you,  departure  she  was  dis- 
charged. ISTow,  sir,  how  will  you  go  to  j)i'0'^'e  that 
yourself,  and  Mrs.  Palmer,  and  the  servant-girl,  are 
one  ?  In  order  to  do  this  yon  must  write  a  new  system 
of  mathematics.  You  complain  that  I  left  your  room 
the  night  that  you  pretend  to  have  been  seized  with  the 
apoplexy ;  but  I  had  often  seen  you  in  those  fits  before, 
and  particularly  after  drinking  a  large  portion  of  ardent 
spirits — those  fits  having  frequently  subjected  you  to 
falling.  You  remember  you  had  one  of  them  at  Lov- 
ett's  Hotel,  and  fell  from  the  top  of  the  stairs  to  the 
bottom.  You  likewise  know  I  have  frecpiently  had  to 
lift  you  from  the  floor  to  the  bed.  You  must  also  re- 
member that  you  and  myself  went  to  spend  the  evening 
at  a  certain  gentleman's  house,  whose  peculiar  situation 
in  life  forbids  me  to  make  mention  of  his  name ;  but  I 
had  to  go  to  apologize  for  your  conduct ;  you  had  two 
of  those  falling  fits  in  Broadway  before  I  could  get 
you  home. 

You  tell  me  that  I  came  up  stairs  in  the  night  and 
opened  the  cupboard  and  took  your  watch ;  this  is  one 
more  of  your  lies — for  I  took  it  during  the  time  your 
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room  was  full  of  different  descriptions  of  persons, 
called  from  a  porter-house  and  the  street  at  the 
eleventh  hour  of  the  night,  to  carry  you  up  stairs. 
'After  you  had  fallen  over  the  banisters,  and  the  cup- 
board-door was  open,  the  watch  lay  exposed.  I  told 
you  the  next  morning  I  put  your  watch  in  my  desk, 
and  you  said  I  had  done  right.  Why  did  you  not  com- 
plain before?  I  believe  that  I  should  do  the  same 
again,  or  any  other  person  in  my  situation  ;  for  had  the 
watch  been  lost,  you  would  have  thought  that  I,  or 
some  one  of  my  family,  had  got  it.  I  believe  it  will 
not  be  in  your  power  to  make  one  of  my  fellow-citizens 
believe  that,  at  this  period  of  my  life,  I  should  turn 
rogue  for  an  old  silver  watch. 

You  go  on  and  say,  "  Did  you  take  any  thing  else  ?" 
Have  you  assumed  the  character  of  a  father  confessor, 
as  well  as  a  son  of  Bacchus  ?  Did  you  lose  any 
thing  ?  Why  did  you  not  speak  out  ?  You  have  been 
so  long  accustomed  to  lying,  one  more  will  not  choke 
you.  Kow,  sir,  I  have  to  inform  you  I  lost  a  silver 
spoon  that  was  taken  to  your  room  and  never  returned. 
Did  you  take  that  away  with  you  ?  If  not,  I  can 
prove  that  you  took  something  else  of  my  property 
without  my  consent.  You  likewise  gave  a  French  boy 
that  you  imported  to  this  country,  or  was  imported  on 
your  account,  a  nice  pocket-bottle  that  was  neither 
yours  nor  mine,  it  being  the  property  of  a  friend,  and 
has  since  been  called  for.  I  lent  the  bottle  to  you  at 
the  time  you  was  sick  with  what  you  call  aj^oplexy, 
but  what  myself  and  others  know  to  be  nothing  more 
than  falling  drunken  fits.  I  have  often  w^ondered  that 
a  French  woman,  and   three  children,  should  leave 
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France  and  all  their  connections  to  follow  Thomas 
Paine  to  America.  Suppose  I  were  to  go  to  my  native 
country,  England,  and  take  another  man's  wife,  and 
three  children  of  his,  and  leave  my  wife  and  family  in 
this  countrv,  what  would  be  the  natural  conclusion 
in  the  minds  of  the  people,  but  that  there  was  some 
criminal  connection  between  the  woman  and  myself? 
You  have  often  told  me  that  the  French  woman  alluded 
to  has  never  received  one  letter  from  her  husband 
during  the  four  years  she  has  been  in  this  country. 
How  comes  this  to  pass?  Perhaps  you  can  explain 
the  matter.  I  believe  you  have  broken  up  the  domestic 
tranquillity  of  several  families  with  whom  you  have 
resided ;  and  I  can  speak  by  experience  as  to  my  own. 
I  remember  you  undertook  to  fall  out  with  my  former 
wife — and  one  of  the  foolish  epithets  you  attempted 
to  stigmatize  her  with  was,  that  she  originally  was  only 
in  the  character  of  a  servant.  "Was  this  a  judicious 
remark  of  the  "Author  of  the  Eights  of  Man?"  I 
well  remember  the  reply  she  made  to  you,  which  was, 
that  you  had  not  much  to  boast  of  on  that  ground,  as 
yourself  had  been  a  servant  to  the  British  govern- 
ment. And  now  again  you  try  to  break  up  our 
tranquillity  by  insinuating  that. my  wife  and  son  have 
deprived  me  of  my  property.  I  call  this  pitiful  em- 
ployment for  a  man  who  calls  himself  a  philanthropist. 
When  you  tell  me  that  Mrs.  Palmer  did  the  work 
belonging  to  my  family,  you  know  the  assertion  to  be 
false,  which  can  be  proved  by  her  and  others  that 
resided  in  the  house.  You  have  written  well  on  just 
and  righteous  principles,  and  dealt  them  out  to  others, 
but  totally  deny  them  in  practice  yom-selfj  and,  for 
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my  part,  I  believe  you  never  possessed  them.  An  old 
acquaintance  of  yours  and  mine  called  on  me  a  few 
days  ago.  I  asked  him  if  he  had  not  been  to  see 
you.  His  answer  was,  he  had  not,  neither  did  he 
want  to  see  you.  He  said  he  believed  that  you  had  a 
very  good  head,  but  a  very  bad  heart.  I  believe  he 
gave  a  true  descri^Dtion  of  your  character  in  a  few 
words.  It  has  been  my  opinion  for  some  time  past, 
and  many  more  of  those  you  think  are  your  friends, 
that  all  you  have  written  has  been  to  acquire  fame,  and 
not  the  love  of  principle ;  and  one  reason  that  led  us  to 
think  as  we  do  is,  that  all  your  works  are  stuffed  with 
egotism.  You  say,  further,  that  you  were  not  treated 
friendly  during  your  stay  with  me,  and  hardly  civilly. 
Have  you  lost  all  principles  of  gratitude,  as  well  as 
those  of  justice  and  honesty,  or  did  you  never  possess 
one  virtue? 

From  the  first  time  I  saw  you  in  this  country  to 
the  last  time  of  your  departure  from  my  house,  my 
conscience  bears  me  testimony  that  I  treated  you  as 
a  friend  and  a  brother,  without  any  hope  of  extra 
reward,  only  the  payment  of  my  just  demand.  I 
often  told  many  of  my  friends  had  you  come  to  this 
country  without  one  cent  of  property,  then,  as  long  as 
I  had  one  shilling,  you  should  have  a  part.  I  declare 
when  I  first  saw  you  here  I  knew  nothing  of  yonr 
possessions,  or  tliat  you  were  worth  four  hundred 
sterling  per  year.  I,  sir,  am  not  like  yourself  I  do 
not  bow  down  to  a  little  paltry  gold,  at  the  sacrifice 
of  just  principles.  I,  sir,  am  poor,  with  an  independent 
mind,  which,  j^erhaps,  renders  me  more  comfort  tlian 
your  independent  fortune  renders  you.     You  tell  me 
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further,  that  I  shall  be  excluded  from  any  thing  and 
every  thing  contained  in  vour  will.  All  this  I  totally 
disregard.  I  believe  if  it  was  in  your  power,  you 
would  go  further,  and  say  you  would  prevent  my 
obtaining  the  just  and  lawful  debt  you  contracted 
with  me ;  for,  when  a  man  is  vile  enough  to  deny  a 
debt,  he  is  not  honest  enough  to  pay  without  being 
compelled.  I  have  lived  fifty  years  on  the  bounty  and 
good  providence  of  my  Creator,  and  I  do  not  doubt 
the  goodness  of  his  will  concerning  me.  I  likewise 
have  to  inform  you  that  I  totally  disregard  the  powers 
of  your  mind  and  pen ;  for,  should  you,  by  your  con- 
duct, permit  this  letter  to  appear  in  public,  in  vain 
may  you  attempt  to  print  or  publish  any  thing  after- 
wards. Do  you  look  back  to  my  past  conduct  re- 
specting you,  and  try  if  you  cannot  raise  one  grain  of 
gratitude  in  your  heart  towards  me  for  all  the  kind 
acts  of  benevolence  I  bestowed  on  you.  I  showed 
your  letter,  at  the  time  I  received  it,  to  an  intelligent 
friend ;  he  said  it  was  a  characteristic  of  the  vileness 
of  your  natural  disposition,  and  ought  to  damn  the 
reputation  of  any  man.  You  tell  me  that  I  should 
have  come  to  you,  and  not  written  the  letter.  I  did  so 
three  times ;  and  the  last  you  gave  me  the  ten  dollars, 
and  told  me  you  were  going  to  have  a  stove  in  a 
separate  room,  and  then  you  would  pay  me.  One 
month  has  passed,  and  I  wanted  the  money,  but  still 
found  you  with  the  family  that  you  resided  with  ;  and 
delicacy  prevented  me  from  asking  you  for  pay  of 
board  and  lodging.  You  never  told  me  to  fetch  the 
account,  as  you  say  you  did.  When  I  called  the  last 
time  but  one,  you  told  me  to  come  on  the  Sunday 
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following,  and  yon  would  pay  or  settle  with  me;  I 
came  according  to  order,  but  fomid  you  particularly 
engaged  with  the  French  woman  and  her  two  boys : 
w^h ether  the  boys  are  yours,  I  leave  you  to  judge ;  but 
the  oldest  son  of  the  woman,  an  intelligent  youth,  I 
suppose  about  fourteen  years  of  age,  has  frequently 
told  me  and  others,  that  you  were  the  complete  ruin  of 
their  family,  and  that  he  despised  you ;  and  said  that 
your  character  at  present  was  not  so  well  known  in 
America  as  in  France. 

You  frequently  boast  of  what  you  have  done  for  the 
woman  above  alluded  to ;  that  she  and  her  family  have 
cost  you  two  thousand  dollars — and  since  you  came  the 
last  time  to  New  York  you  have  been  bountiful  to  her, 
and  given  her  one  hundred  dollars  at  a  time.  This 
may  be  all  right.  She  may  have  rendered  you  former 
and  present  secret  services,  such  as  are  not  in  my 
power  to  perform ;  but,  at  the  same  time,  I  think  it 
would  be  just  in  you  to  pay  your  debts.  I  know  that 
the  poor  black  woman  at  New  Rochelle  that  you  hired 
as  a  servant,  who,  I  believe,  paid  every  attention  to 
you  in  her  power,  had  to  sue  you  for  her  wages  before 
you  would  pay  her,  and  Mr.  Shute  had  to  become  your 
security. 

A  respectable  gentleman  from  New  Kochelle  called 
to  see  me  a  few  days  past,  and  said  that  everybody 
was  tired  of  you  there,  and  no  one  would  undertake  to 
board  and  lodge  you.  I  thought  this  was  the  case,  as 
I  found  you  at  a  tavern  in  a  most  miserable  situation. 
You  appeared  as  if  you  had  not  been  shaved  for  a  fort- 
night, and  as  to  a  shirt,  it  could  not  be  said  that  you 
liad  one  on ;  it  was  only  the  remains  of  one,  and  this 
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likewise  appeared  not  to  have  been  off  your  back  for  a 
fortnight,  and  was  nearly  the  color  of  tanned  leather ; 
and  you  had  the  most  disagreeable  smell  possible,  just 
like  that  of  our  poor  beggars  in  England.  Do  you  not 
recollect  the  pains  I  took  to  clean  you  ?  That  I  got  a 
tub  of  warm  water  and  soap,  and  washed  you  from 
head  to  foot,  and  this  I  had  to  do  three  times  before  I 
could  get  you  clean.  I  likewise  shaved  you  and  cut 
your  nails,  that  were  like  bird's  claws.  I  remember  a 
remark  that  I  made  to  you  at  that  time,  which  was, 
thdt  you  put  me  in  mind  of  E"ebuchadnezzar,  who  is 
said  to  have  been  in  this  situation.  Many  of  your  toe- 
nails exceeded  half  an  inch  in  length,  and  others  had 
grown  round  your  toes,  and  nearly  as  far  under  as  they 
extended  on  the  top.  Have  you  forgotten  the  pains  I 
took  with  you  when  jou  lay  sick,  wallowing  in  your 
own  filth  ?  I  remember  that  I  got  Mr.  Hooton  (a  friend 
of  mine,  and  whom  I  believe  to  be  one  of  the  best- 
hearted  men  in  the  world)  to  assist  me  in  removing  and 
cleaning  you.  He  told  me  he  wondered  how  I  could 
do  it ;  for  his  part,  he  would  not  like  to  do  the  same 
again  for  ten  dollars.  I  told  him  you  were  a  fellow- 
being,  and  that  it  was  our  duty  to  assist  each  other  in 
distress.  Have  you  forgotten  my  care  of  you  during 
the  winter  you  stayed  with  me  ?  How  I  put  you  in  bed 
every  night,  with  a  warm  brick  at  your  feet,  and  treat- 
ed you  like  an  infant  one  month  old  ?  Have  you  for- 
gotten, likewise,  how  you  destroyed  my  bed  and  bed- 
ding by  fire,  and  also  a  great-coat  that  was  worth  ten 
dollars  ?  I  have  shown  the  remnant  of  the  coat  to  a 
tailor,  who  says  that  cloth  of  that  quality  could  not  be 
bought  for  six  dollars  per  yard.    You  never  said  that 
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you  were  sorry  for  the  misfortune,  or  said  that  you 
would  recompense  me  for  it.  I  could  say  a  great  deal 
more,  but  I  should  tire  your  and  the  public's  patience. 
After  all  this,  and  ten  times  as  much  more,  you  say 
you  were  not  treated  friendly  or  civilly.  Have  I  not 
reason  to  exclaim,  and  say — O  the  ingratitude  of  your 
obdurate  heart ! 

You  complain  of  the  room  you  were  in ;  but  you 
know  it  was  the  only  one  I  had  to  spare — it  is  plenty 
large  enough  for  one  person  to  sleep  in.  Your  phy- 
sicians, and  many  others,  requested  you  to  remove  to  a 
more  airy  situation,  but  I  believe  the  only  reason  why 
you  would  not  comply  with  the  request  was,  that  you 
expected  to  have  more  to  pay,  and  not  to  be  so  well 
attended ;  you  might  think  nobody  would  keep  a  fire, 
as  I  did,  in  the  kitchen,  till  eleven  or  twelve  o'clock  at 
night,  to  warm  things  for  your  comfort,  or  take  you 
out  of  bed  two  or  three  times  a  day,  by  a  blanket,  as  I 
and  my  aj^prentice  did  for  a  month :  for  my  part,  I  did 
so  till  it  brought  on  a  j)ain  in  my  side,  that  prevented 
me  from  sleeping  after  I  got  to  bed  myself. 

I  remember,  during  one  of  your  stays  at  my  house, 
you  were  sued  in  the  justices'  court  by  a  poor  man,  for 
the  board  and  lodging  of  the  French  woman,  to  the 
amount  of  about  thirty  dollars ;  but,  as  the  man  had 
no  proof,  and  only  depended  on  your  word,  he  was 
nonsuited,  and  a  cost  of  forty -two  shillings  thrown  upon 
him.  This  highly  gratified  your  unfeeling  heart.  I 
believe  you  had  promised  payment,  as  you  said  jon 
would  give  the  French  woman  money  to  go  and  pay  it 
with.  I  know  it  is  customary  in  England,  that  when 
any  gentleman  keeps  a  lady,  he  pays  her  board  and 
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lodging.  You  complain  that  you  suffered  with  the 
cold,  and  that  there  ought  to  have  been  a  fire  in  the 
parlor.  But  the  fact  is,  that  I  expended  so  much 
money  on  your  account,  and  received  so  little,  that  I 
could  not  go  to  any  further  expense,  and  if  I  had,  I 
should  not  have  got  you  away.  A  friend  of  youi-s 
that  knew  my  situation,  told  you  that  you  ought  to 
buy  a  load  of  wood  to  burn  in  the  parlor ;  your  answer 
was,  that  you  should  not  stay  above  a  week  or  two, 
and  did  not  want  to  have  the  wood  to  remove.  This 
certainly  would  have  been  a  hard  case  for  you,  to  have 
left  me  a  few  sticks  of  wood. 

Xow,  sir,  I  think  I  have  drawn  a  complete  portrait 
of  your  character ;  yet,  to  enter  upon  every  minutia 
would  be  to  give  a  history  of  your  life,  and  to  develop 
the  fallacious  mask  of  hypocrisy  and  deception,  under 
which  you  have  acted  in  your  political  as  well  as 
moral  capacity.  There  may  be  many  grammatical 
errors  in  this  letter.  To  you  I  have  no  apologies  to 
make ;  but  1  hope  the  candid  and  impartial  public  will 
not  view  them  "  with  a  critic's  eve." 

William  Caeveje. 

Thomas  Paine,  Xew  York 
Dec.  2,  1806. 
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CHAPTER    XYI. 

DEATH  OF  THOMAS  PAINE. — FREE-THIXKING 

It  is  not  true,  as  has  been  reported,  that  Mr.  Paine 
recanted  his  free-thinking  principles  on  his  death-bed. 
His  physician — a  man  of  good  standing  and  resj^ecta- 
bilitj — informed  me,  that  in  the  same  hour  that  Mr. 
Paine  died  he  was  in  the  room.  Mr.  Paine's  com- 
plaint was  excruciating,  and  ever  as  the  convulsions 
returned,  he  would  exclaim — "  Lord,  hel]) !  Lord,  help  ! 
Lord  Jesus,  help !"  he  had  then  a  few  minutes'  respite 
from  the  pains.  The  doctor  stood  bj  his  bed  :  says  he, 
"  Mr.  Paine,  you  have  published  to  the  world,  and  we 
all  know  your  sentiments  on  that  subject ;  I  ask  you 
now,  as  a  man  who  will  be  in  eternity  before  one  hour, 
am  I  to  understand  you  as  really  calling  on  the  Lord 
Jesus  for  help  ?"  He  thought  for  about  one  minute, 
and  then  replied — "/  doiiH  wisJi  to  helieve  on  that 
man  .^"  These  were  his  last  words,  for  in  twenty 
minutes  thereafter  he  died.  It  is  a  fact,  that  he  ap- 
plied {officially)  to  the  Society  of  Friends  to  have  his 
body  buried  in  their  ground ;  and  when  notified  of 
their  refusal,  seemed  much  hurt. 

"  Men  may  live  fools,  but  fools  they  cannot  die." 

Young. 

Mr.  Paine,  with  all  his  failings,  was  a  man  of  strong 
mind.    I  remember  (and  I  have  heard  him  state  the 
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fact),  when  Louis  XYI.  was  condemned  by  the  Con- 
vention to  suffer  death,  each  member,  on  voting,  was 
obliged  to  state  his  reasons ;  when  it  came  to  Mr. 
Paine,  he  voted  against  his  death ;  and,  among  othere, 
gave  the  following  very  sound  reason  : — "  As  I  think," 
says  he,  "  gentlemen,  we  are  not  making  war  on  the 
person  of  the  king,  as  a  man — we  are  contending  for 
principle.  Unfortunately  for  Louis,  he  was  born  a  king 
— he  could  not  help  it — it  was  not  his  fault.  Let  us 
spare  his  life — give  him  a  sum  of  money  to  live  on,  and 
banish  him  to  America — there  he  can  do  no  harm."  I 
thought  this  the  best  speech  he  ever  made  since  the 
day  he  wrote  the  book  on  "  Common  Sense." 

About  January,  1830,  there  appeared  in  the  Com- 
mercial Advertiser  a  piece  taken  from  Blackwood's 
Magazine,  of  E'ovember  1829,  an  anecdote  of  Thomas 
Paine  :^  how  it  found  its  way  into  Blackwood,  I  know 
not :  but  the  incidents  are  true  to  a  letter.  I  was  in 
Scotland  some  years  ago ;  and,  if  I  remember  right, 
my  brother,  who  now  lives  in  the  neighborhood  of 
Edinburgh,  was  so  pleased  with  the  story,  that  he 
made  me  leave  it  with  him  in  writing.  I  suspect  this 
accounts  for  it.  Be  this  as  it  may,  this,  the  history  of 
myself  and  William,  has  brought  all  the  free-thinkers 
between  Passamaquoddy  and  Baltimore  on  my  back. 
I  have  received  as  many  books,  j)amphlets,  newspapei*s, 
and  letters,  as  did  our  good  friend  General  M'Clm-e, 
when  he  proposed,  in  the  august  assembly  of  this  State, 
to  take  all  the  collars  from  the  dogs,  and  tie  them 
round  the  necks  of  the  bachelors.     (By-the-by,  I  think 


*  See  page  104. 
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the  General  was  more  than  half  right  in  that  affair ;  for 
in  a  country  like  this,  where  we  have  more  victuals 
than  we  can  eat,  and  more  trees  growing  than  there  are 
men  to  cut  them  down,  I  think  no  bachelor  above 
twenty-five  ought  to  be  tolerated.)  I  have  deferred 
answering  any  of  them  till  they  were  done,  thinking  I 
might  then  make  a  kind  of  wholesale  job,  and  make 
one  letter  do  for  them  all.  I  find  no  fault  with  these 
gentlemen  how  free  they  think,  or  how  deep  they 
think,  or  how  long  they  think ;  but  I  think  they  have 
taken  a  liberty  of  thinking  about  me,  and  putting  their 
thoughts  in  black  and  white,  to  such  a  length,  that 
neither  common  decency  nor  common  sense  will  war- 
rant. And  first,  a  curious  fellow  in  Providence — 
Suhaltcm  by  name — calls  me  an  old  dotard  Scotchman^ 
and  says  as  much  as  I  won't  let  Mr.  Paine  slumber  in 
the  grave  of  the  venerated  dead.  (Mark  this,  gentle- 
men I  venerated  dead !)  ]^ow,  what  he  means  by 
dotard,  I  know  not ;  but  suppose  it  may  be  one  of  his 
crank  Yankee  words  for  drunTcard  /  but  if  this  is  his 
meaning,  I  can  only  tell  him  it's  not  true,  for  I  never 
was  drunk  in  my  life — but  a  Scotchman  I  am,  and  I 
glory  in  the  name.  I  would  rather  be  a  Scotch  me- 
chanic, possessing  the  comforting  principles  of  their 
simple  and  sedate  family  fireside  religion,  than  be 
Emperor  of  all  the  Russias,  with  his  crown,  lands,  and 
royalty ;  for  I  think  (and  I  have  as  good  a  right  to  be 
a  free-thinker  as  any  of  them)  that  the  national,  moral 
character  of  the  Scotch  will  stand  an  unanswerable 
argument  against  all  the  soj^histry  of  Deism,  as  long 
as  wood  grows  and  water  runs.  He  next  blames  me 
about  distui'bing  Mr.  Paine's  grave.    Why,  I  thought 
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that  every  free-thinker,  in  America  at  least,  knew  that 
Mr.  Paine,  like  his  old  friend  Mahomet,  had  no  grave 
under  the  sun.  He  once  had  a  grave ;  but  his  vrarm. 
disciple,  the  rapacious  Cobbett,  had  his  drj  bones 
scratched  out  of  the  ground,  and  carried  with  him  to 
England.  This  is  fact ;  and  if  fame  speaks  true,  he 
had  them  made  into  jacket-buttons,  and  sold  to  the 
radicals,  at  a  verj  high  price,  thus  supporting  the 
principle  of  making  the  most  of  his  friends  every- 
where. On  his  late  visit  of  love  to  this  country,  he 
sold  his  little  hla/ik  pigs  to  all  the  good  democrats  who 
would  buy  them  for  live  pounds  currency  apiece, 
when,  at  the  same  time,  they  could  have  bought  better 
pigs  from  the  Dutch  farmers  at  Bergen  for  one  dollar. 
Another  of  these  thinking  gentlemen  calls  me  an  old 
nail-maker — that's  not  true,  for  all  the  nails  I  ever 
made  were  new  when  I  had  finished  them.  Another 
tells  me  to  let  the  subject  rest,  for  I  have  not  got  the 
brains  to  pursue  it.  ]N'ow,  this  is  an  honest  fellow,  and 
speaks  the  truth.  Another  says,  it's  not  true  when  I 
assert  that  the  common  people  in  L-eland  don't  read 
the  Bible.  Says  he,  "They  do  read  the  Bible,  but  it  is 
not  the  Bible  of  the  fanatics  and  raissionaries — it  is 
the  Bible  of  the  Fathers.''^  !N"ow,  I  never  had  the 
pleasure  to  see  this  same  Bible  of  his  Fathers ;  but  I 
have  been  thinking  if  it  is  not  a  better  specimen  of 
domestic  manufacture  than  many  of  the  sons,  it  must 
be  a  pretty  rough  sort  of  an  article.  Another  says, 
"  I  got  Dr.  Brownlee,  or  one  of  the  holy  Vandals  who 
want  to  stop  the  mail  on  Sunday,  to  write  Gardens, 
Lidex,^  (fee.     Xow,  this  is  not  true ;  for  neither  man, 

*  These  names  refer  to  communications  made  from  time  to  time  to 


174  LIFE   AND   WETTINGS   OF 


woman,  nor  child,  either  composed,  wrote,  read,  or  saw 
a  word  of  any  of  these  pieces,  till  I  put  them  in  the 
hands  of  the  printer.  Besides,  I  never  saw  a  Yandal 
in  America  since  the  year  1813  or  1814,  when  they 
burned  uj)  all  the  bonnie  books  and  pictures  at  Wash- 
ington. Again,  there  is  not  a  doctor  of  law,  of  physic, 
or  divinity,  in  the  city,  who  saw  as  much  of  Thomas 
Paine  as  I  did  ;  and  therefore  I  think  they  are  not  so 
competent  to  write  about  him  ;  besides,  truth  is  so 
easily  told,  that  the  veriest  fool  can  give  a  straight 
story,  where  no  twistification  is  necessary.  But  the 
last,  though  not  the  least  in  importance,  puts  the  fol- 
lowing plain  questions : — 1st,  Did  you  not  fcdl  in 
1813  ?  2d,  Having  become  rich,  is  it  consistent  with 
your  Bible  to  refuse  paying  your  honest  debts?  3d, 
Where  did  you  get  the  money  to  pay  for  the  Quaker 
Meeting-house  ?  And  then  he  tells  me  to  pull  the 
beam  out  of  my  own  eye,  as  ony  Bible  directs^  &c. 
Kow,  as  I  believe  this  is  an  honest  inquirer  after 
truth,  and  preaches  sound  Bible  doctrine,  I  will  answer 
him  in  words  of  truth  and  soberness.  I  will  answer 
the  last  question  first.  I  got  the  money  to  pay  for  the 
Quaker  Meeting-house  (as  you  call  it)  from  Mr.  Robert 
Leu  ox,  in  Broadway.  2d,  I  am  not  rich  in  money, 
though  I  account  myself  the  richest  man  in  America, 
as  I  would  not  change  situation  even  with  your  friend 
Andrew  himself;  for  no  growling,  hungry  democrat 
can  squeeze  me  out  of  my  living,  and  he,  honest  man, 

newspapers  and  other  public  journals.  I  gave  the  substance  of  the  his- 
tory of  William  and  myself  under  the  signature  of  "  Cardeus ;"  and 
the  correspondence  between  Paine  and  Carver  under  the  signature  of 
"Index," 
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has  to  please  all  the  sovereign  people,  and  millions  of 
them  are  most  sovereign  and  consummate  fools.  To 
return.  I  did  pay  my  honest  debts.  When  I  failed  in 
the  Jerseys,  property  that  cost  me  above  twelve  thou- 
sand dollars,  was  sold  by  the  sheriff  for  about  two 
thousand  eight  hundred.  I  returned  to  I^ew  York 
without  a  dollar.  Mr.  G.  H.  (of  tlie  house  of  11.  B.  & 
B.),  a  man  of  feeling,  loaned  me  five  hundred  dollars. 
I  repaid  this  money,  and  settled  with  all  my  law^ful 
creditors  to  their  satisfaction.  To  some  I  paid  the 
whole  original  bill ;  to  some  seventy-five  cents  on  the 
dollar,  and  some  few  fifty  ;  but  the  last  sums  were  their 
own  proposals.  There  is  one  exception  in  the  person 
of  a  very  respectable  and  wealthy  merchant  in  South 
street,  who  always  refused  to  receive  any  part  of  a  con- 
siderable sum  I  owed  him  when  I  failed,  till,  as  he 
expressed  himself,  I  w^as  more  able  to  spare  it.  The 
heavy  purchase  of  the  meeting-house,  and  above  four 
thousand  dollars'  assessments  since,  has  put  it  out  of 
my  power  to  pay  him  any  thing  as  yet ;  but  I  account 
myself  no  less  his  debtor.  Any  decent  persons  who 
wish  to  satisfy  themselves  of  the  truth  of  this  assertion, 
and  wall  call  at  the  store,  I  will  show  them  receipts  to 
the  amount  of  nearly  three  thousand  dollars  for  debts  I 
owed  before  I  obtained  the  benefit  of  the  Insolvent  Law. 
JSTow,  my  honest-intending,  free-thinking  friends,  I 
hope  you  are  satisfied  on  this  point.  When  you  put 
the  questions,  I  sincerely  think  that  you  supposed  the 
censures  implied  in  them  w^ere  true ;  and  as  you 
thought  I  had  set  up  for  a  preacher  of  righteousness, 
you  had  a  most  undoubted  right  to  say,  "Physician, 
heal  thyself."    I  agree  with  you,  that  I  know  members 
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of  churches  rolling  in  wealth,  while  the  widows  and 
orphans  thej  have  defrauded  are  begging.  But  our 
Bible  countenances  no  such  deeds  of  darkness ;  it  says 
a  day  is  coming  when  these  deeds  will  be  brought  to 
light,  and  punished.  An  angel  of  light  is  no  less  an 
angel  because  the  devil  steals  his  cloak  when  he  wants 
to  deceive.  If  the  Mechanics'  Bank  was  not  a  sound 
one,  and  ten  dollar  bills  equal  in  value  to  ten  hard 
dollars,  the  counterfeiting  fraternity  would  never  forge 
them.  Who  ever  thought  of  counterfeiting  a  Marble 
or  Exchange  Bank^  bill  ? 

The  substance  of  these  remarks  on  free-thinking,  and 
my  rej^lies  to  their  attacks,  which  I  had  made  through 
one  of  the  New  York  newspapers,  provoked  the  ire  of 
Miss  Fanny  Wright  and  her  cousins.  In  their  j)ro- 
found  wisdom  they  deigned  not  or  could  not,  or  in 
their  sovereign  contempt  they  would  not,  answer  them. 
But  a  plot,  as  deep  and  dark  as  ever  sprung  from  the 
kitchen  of  hell,  was  planned,  matured,  and  partly  put 
in  motion,  with  a  view  to  hurt  my  reputation.  The 
first  act  in  the  play  commenced  with  the  following 
copy  of  a  letter,  dated  at 

"Philadelphia,  Dec.  3,  1829. 

"Mr.  Grant  Tiiorbuen, 

"Sir — ^The  directors  of  the  American  Sunday  School 
Union  have  observed  some  notices  in  the  JN^ew  York 
papers,  under  your  signature,  relative  to  the  effects  of 
infidelity  upon  those  wlio  liave  embraced  its  cheerless 
doctrines.  TIk^v  conceive  tliat  views  of  the  kind  such 
as  you  have  advanced,  are  precisely  those  needed  at 

*  Two  unauthorized  banks. 
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present  to  check  the  irreligious  spirit  which  is  preva- 
lent among  us.  Practical  narratives  of  the  effects  of 
such  sentiments  upon  the  characters  and  destinies  of 
individuals,  are  calculated  to  arrest  the  attention  of 
the  reader  much  more  than  a  course  of  abstract  rea- 
soning. 

"  Actuated  by  these  views  of  the  subject,  the  Sun- 
day School  Union  proj)Ose  to  publish  in  a  tract  the 
narrative  which  you  have  caused  to  be  printed  in  the 
papers  of  Kew  York ;  that  is,  if  the  directors  succeed 
in  making  an  arrangement  upon  the  subject  with  you. 
They  propose  that  you  should  rewrite  the  whole,  im- 
proving it  by  alteration  and  addition,  as  you  may  think 
proper.  It  would  be  well  if  you  could  add  a  few  anec- 
dotes similar  to  that  published  in  the  '  Evening  Post'  of 
Tuesday  last ;  and  matter  enough  should  be  furnished 
to  fill  about  twelve  duodecimo  pages. 

"  The  Sunday  School  Union  do  not  expect  that  you 
will  take  this  trouble  without  compensation,  and  they 
are  willing  to  make  you  a  payment  of  one  hundred 
dollars,  if  your  manuscript  shall  suit  their  purpose. 

"K  you  decline  this  proposal,  you  will  please  to 
communicate  that  decision  to  me  as  soon  as  you  con- 
veniently can.  K  you  accept  it,  be  good  enough,  with- 
out delay,  to  commence  preparing  the  copy  for  the 
printer ;  for  we  should  like  to  put  it  into  his  hands  in 
the  course  of  eight  or  ten  days,  if  possible.  Let  your 
letter  inclose  the  manuscript ;  and  signify  to  us  how 
you  should  like  to  have  the  money  transmitted. 
"  I  am,  sir,  with  much  respect,  yours,  &c. 

"  Robert  Bated, 

"  Agent  of  Sunday  School  Vnion" 
8* 
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It  never  entered  my  head  that  this  letter  was  a  for- 
gery. I  therefore  answered  it  in  substance,  that  I  did 
not  write  for  money — that  I  had  no  time  to  make  and 
revise  manuscripts — that  if  they  thought  the  pieces 
referred  to  worth  any  thing,  they  might  crop,  prune, 
alter,  or  amend  them  as  they  pleased ;  and  thought 
they  were  too  flush  of  money  to  offer  one  hundred 
dollars  for  an  article  of  so  small  value,  &c.  In  a  few 
days  Mr.  Baird  called  at  my  store,  and  showed  me  the 
answer  I  had  written  him,  and  said  he  knew  not  what 
it  meant.  I  produced  the  letter  with  his  signature, 
which  he  read  with  attention,  and  pronounced  it  a  for- 
gery in  toto  :  but  added,  it  was  an  excellent  imitation. 
This  letter  I  now  have  in  my  possession.  It  bears  the 
Philadelphia  post-mark,  Dec.  3,  1829. 

Now,  these  kind-hearted  philanthropists  had  thought 
to  bring  me  into  a  ludicrous  mess  by  drawing  on  the 
American  Sunday  School  Union  for  one  hundred  dol- 
lars; but  the  bait  was  lost.  I  had  no  thought  that 
Miss  Fanny  or  her  friends  were  the  authors  of  this 
piece  of  heautiful  smijplicity .  Men  who  were  continu- 
ally talking  about  the  mi^nutctbility  of  truths  and  the 
eternal  fitness  of  things.^  I  thought  would  not  have  seen 
fit  to  practise  such  a  small  piece  of  deception. 

The  second  act  (viz.  the  C affair)  was  only  a  link 

of  the  same  chain.  This  also  fell  short  of  its  aim :  it 
gave  me  a  lesson,  however,  on  my  own  folly  and  igno- 
rance, that  will  not  soon  be  forgotten.  Some  of  the 
foregoing  pieces  were  copied  into  many  of  the  period- 
icals in  America,  and  a  few  into  those  of  Europe.  I 
began  to  think  I  was  something,  when,  in  reality,  I  was 
lighter  than  nothing  and  vanity. 
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CHAPTER   XVII. 

MR.    AND    MRS.    E A    PLANT    REMOVED. MY    OPINION    OF    THEATRES. 

OF    RELIGIOUS     HYPOCRISY. A   BOOKSELLER,    AND    THE    SON     OF     A     BOOK- 

Some  years  ago,  being  a  passenger  on  board  of  the 
steamboat  Korth  America,  we  stopped  at  West  Point. 
The  annual  examination  of  the  cadets  had  just  closed. 
,  the  secretary  of  war  at  that  time,  had  been  pre- 
siding, and,  in  consequence  of  an  invitation  from  the 
corporation  of  J^ewburg,  came  on  board  of  otrr  boat,  on 
his  way  to  visit  that  ancient  borough.  He  and  his 
lady  were  escorted  to  the  wharf  by  all  the  oflScers  and 
professors  of  that  station,  with  a  company  of  cadets, 
and  a  fine  band  of  music.  On  our  way  going  up,  I 
was  introduced  to  them  by  a  gentleman,  one  of  our 
passengers,  and  enjoyed  a  pleasant  conversation  with 
him  till  we  arrived  at  Newburg.  There,  on  the  wharf, 
ready  to  receive  him,  were  assembled  the  corporation, 
and  most  of  the  respectable  men  of  the  town :  a  pro- 
cession was  formed.  I  was  invited  to  join ;  and  we 
were  thus  escorted,  with  a  band  of  music,  to  the 
Orange  Hotel,  and  were  marshalled  into  the  large 
room,  where  the  glass  and  the  toasts  went  round.  I 
was  called  on,  and  gave  the  health  of  the  secretary  of 
war — hoping  he  would  never  need  to  test  the  practical 
part  of  his  office.  From  my  plain  dress  he  supposed  I 
belonged  to  the  Friends,  and  remarked,  he  jDresumed, 
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bv  profession,  I  was  opposed  to  war.  •  I  answered,  "  I 
am  not  a  follower  of  Fox ;  but  I  bold  it  is  better  to  re- 
ceive a  blow  on  one  cheek,  and  then  turn  the  other, 
than  to  have  one's  head  blown  oif  altogether  by  a  can- 
non or  pistol  ball."  This  produced  a  hearty  laugh,  in 
which  he  joined,  and  so  that  matter  ended. 

Mrs.  E.  is  a  handsome  woman,  and  has  been  much 
spoken  against.  However,  of  her  character  I  pretend 
not  to  judge  ;  but  from  her  manners  and  conversation, 
the  short  time  we  were  in  company,  I  formed  a  very 
favorable  opinion.  If  the  proposition  be  true,  that  the 
face  is  the  index  of  the  mind,  sure  am  I  that  nothing 
unholy  or  impure  can  dwell  in  hers.  I  have  thought  it 
most  likely  that  some  of  those  brainless,  senseless, 
penniless,  blustering  young  officers,  whose  company 
her  husband,  from  the  nature  of  his  office,  could  not 
altogether  avoid,  may  have  boasted  of  favors  which 
they  never  received ;  and  so,  wdth  the  fiend-like  malice 
of  hell,  conspired  to  deface  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
objects  in  all  the  creation  of  God.  Just  like  the  old 
devil,  their  master,  who  could  not  rest  when  he  saw  the 
beautiful,  youthful,  and  happy  simplicity  of  our  grand- 
mother Eve,  but  must  needs  come  with  his  lies  and 
serpen t-like  tricks,  and  was  never  satisfied  till  he  got 
the  gates  of  the  garden  of  Eden  shut  in  her  face. 

One  morning,  about  three  years  ago,  there  came 
into  our  premises  a  young  man,  leading  on  his  arm  a 
very  pretty  girl.  They  stopped  about  an  hour;  she 
seemed  very  fond  of  flowers,  and  particularly  fixed 
her  laughing  eyes  on  a  beautiful  japonica.  He  ap- 
peared much  inclined  to  indulge  her  taste,  and  would 
have  bought  it,  but  the  price  was  five  dollars.    Her  I 
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knew — him  I  knew  not.  He  appeared  to  me,  however, 
to  be  one  of  those  Broadway  clerks  who,  instead  of 
going  to  church,  ride  out  of  a  Sunday,  and  spend  their 
week's  wages ;  by  which  means  they  have  no  money 
to  spare  either  to  treat  their  sweetheart  or  to  pay  their 
washerwoman.  Be  this  as  it  may,  that  evening,  be- 
tween eight  and  nine  o'clock  (the  time  of  shutting  our 
gates),  the  plant  disappeared.  My  suspicions  fell  on 
the  young  man  as  above.  I  resolved  next  morning  on 
going  immediately  to  the  house  of  the  young  lady  with 
pretext  of  giving  her  some  advice  about  the  plants 
I  knew  she  had  in  the  yard,  hoping  I  would  find  my 
own  gracing  the  company.  At  once  my  mind  took  a 
different  turn.  I  thought  with  myself  thus :  these 
young  people  seemed  very  fond  of  one  another — pity 
that  I  should  spoil  so  much  happiness  for  the  sake  of 
a  paltry  five-dollar  bill.  Should  I  find  the  plant,  it 
will  expose  him,  and,  no  doubt,  spoil  the  marriage — 
for  her  father  is  a  sterling,  honest  Dutchman.  JS'ow, 
thought  I,  should  they  get  married,  she  may  save  him 
from  the  paws  of  the  devil,  from  whom  many  a  simple 
bachelor  has  been  snatched  ere  this  by  the  helping 
band  of  a  good  wife ;  besides,  should  the  old  gentle- 
man approve  the  match,  no  doubt  he  will  empty  one 
of  the  black  leather  bags  to  set  them  a-housekeeping, 
and  she  having  the  money,  will  be  able  to  indulge  her 
fine  taste  for  plants ;  so,  by  this  means,  I  may  help 
to  count  some  of  the  dollars,  and  thus  recover  more 
than  I  have  lost.  On  thus  reflecting,  I  very  quietly 
gave  up  the  pursuit.  To  make  a  long  story  short,  in 
a  few  weeks  after  this  they  were  married,  by  the  con- 
sent  of  all  parties ;  but  whether  my  surmises  were 
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right  or  wrong  founded,  gave  me  no  further  concern — 
as  from  the  delicate  hand  of  the  pretty  daughter  I  came 
in  for  a  share  of  the  old  gentleman's  dollars,  sufficient 
to  make  up  the  previous  loss,  and  pay  a  reasonable  per 
centage  besides. 

Now  the  same  cords  of  love  that  impelled  him  to 
follow,  still  lead  him  along  with  her  to  the  house  of 
God.  Each  beautiful  Sabbath  morning  they  pass  my 
door  on  their  way  to  church;  she  still  hangs  on  his 
arm,  and  looks  in  his  face  as  fondly  as  she  did  on  that 
morning  when  they  first  entered  my  garden.  I  can 
read,  in  their  animated  conversation,  and  the  frequent 
turn  of  the  head  to  look  on  each  other's  face,  as  they 
pass  along,  that  they  are  happy  in  each  other — and 
may  they  long  continue  so  I 

It  is  many  years  since  this  thing  took  place ;  but  I 
never  look  on  them  without  a  feeling  of  gratitude  to 
that  kind,  directing  Providence,  which  turned  the 
course  of  my  thoughts,  and  prevented  me  from  pre- 
cipitately running  into  a  project  which  might  have 
destroyed  so  much  happiness,  and  ruined  him,  soul 
and  body — for  I  think  his  wife  was  the  means  of  his 
reformation. 

I  have  some  peculiar  notions  on  theatres,  which  I 

think  it  well  to  put  in  print.     "When  Mr. ,  of  the 

London  theatre,  arrived  in  our  city,  as  is  the  custom 
of  most  strangers,  he  called  at  our  store.  In  compli- 
ance with  an  invitation,  I  spent  an  evening  with  him  at 
his  lodgings,  and  found  him  to  be  a  man  of  sound 
sense,  a  believer  in  revealed  religion,  and  in  the  doc- 
trine 6f  a  Particular  Providence.  Our  conversation,  of 
course,  turne<-l   on   theatrical   subjects.     He  was   siu'- 
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prised  when  he  learned  I  had  never  seen  a  phiy.  I 
said,  for  aught  that  I  knew,  plays  might  be  good 
enough  in  themselves,  but  as  I  always  went  to  bed  at 
exactly  ten  o'clock,  I  could  not  forego  the  pleasure  of 
lying  down  on  my  comfortable  bed,  after  being  tired 
with  the  labors  of  the  day,  for  all  the  plays  in  the 
world ;  besides,  from  the  general  character  of  the 
actors,  and  of  those  who  frequented  the  house,  I  could 
never  think  that  the  theatre  was  a  school  for  morality. 
I  observed,  that  wherever  I  had  seen  a  play-house 
erected,  there  sprung  up  immediately  around  it  a 
porter-house,  a  gambling-house,  an  oyster-house,  and  a 
house  that  perhaps  was  worse  than  any  of  them ;  and 
that  the  frequenters  of  the  former  were  generally  the 
suj)porters  of  the  latter.  I  told  him  that  one  night, 
about  thirty  years  ago,  a  fire  broke  out  in  the  house 
next  door  to  the  theatre  in  Chatham  street.  It  was 
play-night,  and  most  of  the  audience  emj^tied  them- 
selves into  the  street.  The  fire  was  soon  extinguished  ; 
the  mob  returned  into  the  house,  making  a  great  crowd. 
I  thought  now  was  a  good  opportunity  to  see  the  inside 
of  a  play-house,  and  how  matters  were  managed  there ; 
so  in  I  crowded  among  the  rest.  As  soon  as  order  was 
restored,  a  fellow  came  out,  dressed  like  an  English 
wagoner  :  he  had  a  whip  in  his  hand,  and  walked 
round  the  stage  singing  a  song ;  he  gave  a  smart  crack 
with  the  whip — the  people  clapped  their  hands,  and 
roared  out  encore  !  encore  !  Thinks  I  to  mvself,  either 
the  people  must  be  fools,  or  I  very  dull  of  apprehension, 
as  I  neither  saw  nor  heard  any  thing  to  raise  a  smile. 
Seeing  nothing  on  the  stage  to  draw  my  attention,  I 
turned  my  face  to  the  boxes ;  but  here  a  sight  met  my 
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ejes  which  spoke  louder  than  the  thunder  of  Wither- 
spoon's  eloquence,  or  the  Btill  small  voice  of  Miller's 
strong  arguments  against  the  immorality  of  the  stage. 
It  was  the  fashion  of  that  day  for  the  ladies  to  wear 
their  frocks  cut  pretty  low  in  the  neck.  Well,  there  sat 
mothers — ladies  who  moved  in  circles  very  respecta- 
ble— members  of  churches,  and  grandmothers  withal. 
There  they  sat,  surrounded  by  daughters  and  grand- 
daughters, from  twelve  to  twenty-four,  in  all  the  im- 
modesty of  naked  truth.  Thinks  I,  for  the  soul  of 
them  they  dare  not  appear  in  church  so.  However,  I 
supposed  this  might  be  the  meaning  -of  the  words  I 
saw  on  a  large  green  blanket  they  had  hung  up  over 
the  stage — ''''Holding  the  onirror  up  to  nature y  He 
remarked,  with  a  smile,  that  there  was  too  much  truth 
in  what  I  had  said. 

When  I  have  leisure,  and  observe  any  thing  very 
smart  or  very  ludicrous,  I  generally  write  it  down. 

In  the  forenoon  of  one  August  day  there  came  into 
the  store  a  genuine  Mansfield  Yankee.  He  stood  lean- 
ing on  the  counter  near  ten  minutes  without  speaking. 
"Well,  sir,"  said  I,  "what  is  wanting?" 

"  Nothing  particular,"  said  he ;  "  only  I  am  the  son 

of  B D ,  who  kept  a  book-store  in  Water  street, 

thirty-three  years  ago,  and  with  whom  you  were  well 
acquainted." 

"  You  look  like  him,"  said  I ;  "  and  how  do  you  live  ?" 

"  By  serving  the  Lord^''  said  he,  "  as  well  as  I  knows 
how." 

"  Then,"  says  I,  "  you  are  a  preacher  ?" 

"  No ;  I  teach  the  languages." 

I  thought  it  must  be  the  dead  languages,  for  he 
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looked  as  dead  as  a  snail :  and  I  knew  bv  the  "  cut  of 
his  jib,"  and  the  stock  he  sprung  from,  that  he  was  pre- 
paring to  o]3en  his  battery  on  charity ;  so,  thinks  I,  I 
will  have  the  first  shot.  "  And  why  are  you  not  teach- 
ing now?"  said  I. 

"  My  health  will  not  admit ;  it  was  too  sedentary," 
replied  he. 

"  Well,"  said  I,  "  go  and  hoe  com — that's  a  healthy 
trade." 

"  It  tlisUrs  my  hands,"  replied  he. 

"  When  first  I  began  to  handle  the  hammer,"  said  I, 
"  my  hands  blistered  too ;  but  I  wrought  the  blister 
down,  and  wrought  till  my  hands  grew  as  hard  as  a 
horn ;  and  though  I  have  wrought,  on  an  average, 
from  six  in  the  morning  till  nine  at  night  for  fifty 
years  past,  yet  my  hands  have  not  blistered  since  : 
besides,  you  say  you  serve  the  Loi'd  as  well  as  you 
know  how.  But,"  says  I,  "  you  must  be  first  diligent 
in  husiness^  and  then  fervent  in  spirit,  if  you  mean  to 
serve  Him  ;  and  Paul  also  comes  in,  closing  the  matter 
at  once  :  he  says,  '  the  man  that  won't  work  should  not 
eat.'  ]N'ow,"  says  I,  "  when  a  widow  with  two  children 
comes  begging,  right  or  wrong,  I  help  her;  but  a 
bachelor  of  thirty,  sound  in  leg  and  limbs,  let  him  work 
or  die."  I  turned  to  speak  to  a  customer — he  was  ofiT — 
I  saw  no  more  of  him. 

This  young  fellow  is  a  chip  of  the  old  block;  the 
father  did  little  else  for  twenty-five  years  than  go  from 
house  to  house,  talking  largely  on  the  theory  of  reli- 
gion ;  with  regard  to  the  jpractice  of  the  thing,  he  knew 
nothing  about  it.  You  might  find  him  in  almost  every 
house  and  family  belonging  to  the  Brick  Church  and 
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"Wall  street  congregation,  talking  to  the  children  and 
the  servants  on  religion — ^laying  down  in  plain  colors 
and  ambiguous  terms,  to  the  master  and  mistress  of 
the  house,  the  vast  difference  there  did  exist  between 
Antinomianism  and  Hopkinsianism — between  Armin- 
ianism  and  Socinianism,  &c.,  &c.,  in  great  swelling 
words,  and  words  of  profound  nonsense.  The  man  and 
wife  sat  with  eyes  staring  and  jaws  extended,  swal- 
lowing every  word  as  gospel  itself;  wondering  at  the 
head  that  could  contain  more  than  was  to  be  found  in 
the  whole  of  Boston's  "Body  of  Divinity."  In  this 
way  he  would  sit  till  dinner  was  announced.  He 
was  invited,  of  course.  At  four  p.  m.  he  would  re- 
sume the  application,  and,  if  listened  to,  would  sit  till 
tea,  or  adjourn  to  some  other  house  and  act  the  same 
farce,  till  he  made  sure  of  his  tea.  In  this  way  he 
took  the  care  of  all  the  families  in  both  churches  on 
his  generous  shoulders,  while  his  own  wife  and  children 
might  have  gone  to  ruin  for  him.  ^NTow  this  man 
(and  there  are  many  such),  though  every  day  he  was 
quoting  Scripture  by  the  yard,  was  worse  than  an 
infidel,  inasmuch  as  he  provided  not  for  those  of  his 
own  house.  He  had  a  store  of  books,  procured  from 
his  honest  and  sincere  brethren  of  the  church  (who 
thought  him  a  very  dungeon  of  divinity) ;  but  you 
might  have  called  at  his  store  one  hundred  times  in  a 
week,  you  would  never  find  him  there.  He  gave 
notes,  too,  and  got  some  of  his  honest,  unsuspecting 
brethren  in  the  church  to  endorse  them.  He  thought 
no  more  of  the  matter.  When  his  friend  got  notice, 
that  the  holder  looked  to  1dm,  for  jpayment^  he  waits  on 
brother  D.  S. :  "  How  is  this,  brother  V 
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"  O,  my  dear  sir,  I  never  thought  a  word  about  the 
note — thought  it  not  due  for  a  month  to  come  yet — 
never  gave  a  note  before,"  &c.  This  was  all  his  friend 
got  for  SI 50 ;  and  though  this  fellow  pretended  igno- 
rance, yet  there  was  not  a  Yankee  between  Eastport 
and  Graves  end  who  knew  the  meaning  of  a  note  bet- 
ter than  himself. 

'Now  this  is  no  painted  character,  but  a  true  fac- 
simile of  C.  D.,  bookseller  in  Water  street,  near  Fletch- 
er, about  thirty-three  years  gone  by.  I  had  a  sub- 
stantial remembrance  from  himself;  and  at  this  day  I 
could  direct  your  attention  to  twa  score  and  twa  just 
exactly  such  mortals — men  who  do  more  harm  to  the 
cause  they  profess  to  support  than  all  the  infidels  who 
have  lived  since  the  days  of  Herod  the  tetrarch. 
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CHAPTER   XVIII. 

ACQUAINTANCE  WITH  'WILLIAM  COBBETT. SUCCESS  OF  EMIGRANT  SCOTCH- 
MEN.  REMARKS  ON  FORMS  OF  GOVERNMENT. — ON  EMIGRATION  IN  GEN- 
ERAL.  ^AN   ANECDOTE. "  APARTMENTS   TO    LET." 

When  William  Cobbett  kept  seed-store  in  "New  York, 
in  May,  1818,  the  following  address  appeared  in  the 
"  Evening  Post :" 

"  Willian  CoUbeWs  Address  to  the  Public. 

"  I  have  received  from  my  own  farm,  in  Hampshire, 
a  quantity  of  the  seed  of  Rnta  Baga,  or  Russia  Turnip, 
of  which  I  shall  sell  all  that  I  do  not  want  for  my  own 
use  at  the  price  of  one  dollar  for  a  pound  weight.  It 
will  be  put  up  in  pound  parcels,  and  sold  by  my  man 
in  his  wagon,  in  the  Fly  Market,  !New  York,  every 
Saturday,  between  an  early  hour  in  the  morning  and 
two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon :  I  shall  put  my  name  on 
the  parcels. 

"  A  storekeeper  who  has  been  selling  Kussia  turnip- 
seed  in  New  York,  having  a  fine  large  turnip  as  a 
specimen,  bought,  I  am  informed,  of  my  man,  and  says 
it  was  raised  from  his  seed.  This  may  probably  not 
be  recognizable  in  a  court  of  law ;  but  it  may  be  worth 
the  consideration  of  this  storekeeper,  whether  it  be  not 
recognizable  in  a  court  of  conscience.  Mr.  Thorburn 
has  advertised  that  his  E,ussia  turnip-seed  is  as  good  as 
mine ;  I  am  very  glad  of  it,  for  in  that  case  it  is  a  great 
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deal  better  than  seedsmen  in  England  sell,  except  by 
mere  accident.  I  am  exceedingly  glad  that  America 
contains  a  seedsman  who  is  scrnpulous  about  what  he 
sells  ;  though  in  that  respect  she  possesses,  what  I  be- 
lieve my  native  country — dear  old  England — never 
possessed,  viz.,  an  honest  seedsman. 

"Dated  at  Hyde  Park,  L.  I.,  16th  June,  1818. 
(Signed)  "  William  Cobbett." 

'Next  day  I  carried  the  following  answer  to  the 
"  Evening  Post,"  and  offered  to  pay  for  its  insertion : 
Coleman  refused.  However,  it  was  published  in  an- 
other paper. 

"  Me.  Pelnter, 

"SiE, — Now  that  Bonaparte  and  William  Cobbett 
have  gone  into  dignified  retirement — the  one  to  catch 
shrimps  in  Saint  Helena,  the  other  to  raise  Puta  Baga 
turnips  on  Long  Island — I  presume  you  are  not  so 
pressed  with  important  matter  but  that,  if  inclined,  you 
can  spare  me  part  of  a  column  of  your  paper  to  state 
the  following  facts.  Perhaps,  too,  when  you  consider 
the  mighty  inequality  of  the  parties — one,  a  small 
seedsman ;  the  other,  a  powerful  author,  whose  porcu- 
pine quill,  dipped  in  republican  gall,  has  shook  the 
monarch's  throne — pity  may  induce  you  to  give  me  a 
chance  to  rub  off  the  dust  thrown  on  my  coat  by  an 
advertisement  in  your  paper  of  yesterday,  signed  '  Wil- 
liam Cobbett;'  in  which,  if  I  understand  his  meaning, 
he  says  I  sold  Pussia  turnip-seed,  and  told  j^eople  it 
was  raised  from  his  turnips,  or  'was  his  seed ;  and  talks 
about  the  courts  of  law  and  courts  of  conscience,  &c. 
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The  following  is  the  truth : — Coming  up  Wall  street, 
about  the  2d  or  3d  of  last  April,  I  was  overtaken  hj 
the  young  man  who  attends  the  business  of  Mr.  Cob- 
bett's  Kegister  office  in  this  city.  He  stated  that  Mr. 
Cobbett  was  anxious  to  get  some  one  to  sell  his  Russia 
turnip-seed,  and  that  at  his  office  there  was  some  of 
the  turnips,  to  which,  if  I  would  send,  he  would  give 
me  one.  I  thanked  him,  and  said  I  would  sell  the  seed 
for  Mr.  Cobbett,  he  allowing  me  good  commissions — 
sent  to  the  office  (not  to  the  wagon),  got  the  turnip, 
placed  it  on  the  counter,  and  to  all  inquiries  said  it 
was  of  Cobbett's  turnips,  and  that  I  would  warrant 
my  Eussia  turnip-seed  to  be  as  good  as  his ;  as  mine 
was  not  got  from  a  seed-shop,  but  was  brought  over  by 
a  gentleman  who,  like  Mr.  Cobbett,  came  off  as  fast 
as  his  feet  could  carry  him,  and  who  got  his  seed,  not 
from  a  seedsman,  but  from  a  friend  in  old  England, 
just  as  Mr.  Cobbett  got  his.  I  also  told  my  customers 
that  I  was  surprised,  when  he,  Mr.  Cobbett,  knew  that 
the  people  in  this  country  were  so  wise  and  enlightened, 
how  he  thought  he  would  make  them  believe  he  was 
the  ffi'st  to  introduce  that  turnip,  when  we  had  it  in  our 
Fly  Market  every  spring  these  twenty  years  past ;  that 
ten  years  ago  I  had  sold  the  seeds  that  produced  the 
same  roots  of  turnip  ;  that  we  always  knew  it  by  the 
name  of  Kussia,  or  Swedish,  or  Kuta  Baga ;  and  that 
the  bulb  was  always  yellow.  Tliere  is  not  an  old  far- 
mer on  Long  Island  but- remembers  raising  that  self- 
same turnip  when  Mr.  Cobbett  was  writing  long  letters 
in  his  '  dear  old  England.' 

"  In  the  year  1796  a  large  field  of  these  turnips 
was  raised  by  Wm.   Prout,  on  that  piece  of  ground 
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now  occupied  by  tlie  l^avy  Yard,  at  the  city  of  Wash- 
ington. If  Mr.  Cobbett  will  turn  to  page  545  of  '  Por- 
cupine's Gazette,'  published  at  that  time  by  Mr.  Wm. 
Cobbett,  printer,  in  Philadelphia,  perhaps  he  will  find 
an  account  of  said  field.  At  'No.  43  Beekman  street, 
in  New  York,  lives  a  gentleman  who  assisted  in  pull- 
ing the  Pussia  turnips  from  said  field  in  1796.  Had 
Mr.  Cobbett  been  the  first  to  introduce  this  fine  vege- 
table into  America,  he  deserved,  as  Mr.  Windham  said 
on  another  occasion,  '  a  statue  of  gold.'^  To  conclude, 
it  is  not  the  least  of  the  wonders  of  the  nineteenth 
century  to  see  William  Cobbett  and  Grant  Thorburn 
scolding  one  another  in  the  Fly  Market,  and  quarrel- 
ling about  who  sells  the  best  Puta  Baga  seed  at  one 
dollar  per  pound. 

(Signed)         "  Grant  Thokeijen." 

Next  morning  after  this  advertisement  appeared  I 
received  a  polite  letter  of  apology,  with  an  invitation 
to  call  and  see  him.  I  went,  and  spent  half  a  day 
very  agreeably,  in  getting  the  history  of  his  life,  &c. 
He  asked  how  I,  a  nailmaker,  come  to  be  so  extensive 
in  the  seed  business.  I  answered,  I  landed  in  this 
country  with  only  three  cents  in  my  pockets :  while 
making  nails,  it  was  as  much  as  I  could  do  to  earn 


*  Some  time  about  the  year  1800,  Dr.  Rush,  of  Philadelphia,  obtained 
a  verdict  of  some  thousand  dollars  against  Cobbett,  for  defamation  of 
character ;  he  then  sold  out,  and  went  home.  He  applied  to  parlia- 
ment for  a  sinecure,  or  share  of  the  secret-service  money.  Mr.  Wind- 
ham, in  his  speech  on  that  occasion,  remarked,  that  for  the  services 
Cobbett  had  rendered  to  the  cause  of  kings  by  lois  writing  in  America, 
he  deserved  a  statue  of  gold. 
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seventy-five  cents  per  day.  Two  dollars  I  paid  for  my 
board,  twenty-five  cents  for  washing,  and  twenty-five 
cents  to  spend,  making  sure  to  lay  up  two  dollars  per 
week.  Now,  says  I,  mark  the  difference.  Some  of 
my  fellow-passengers  received  twelve  dollars  per  week.; 
on  Sundays  they  went  to  the  country,  got  in  company, 
spent  their  week's  wages,  contracted  loose  habits,  and 
went  to  ruin.  I  went  to  church ;  put  two  cents  in  the 
plate  ;  if  the  preacher  was  lively,  I  heard  him — if  he 
was  sleepy,  I  slept  also ;  at  any  rate,  I  saved  my 
money,  rested  my  body,  rose  on  Monday  morning 
refreshed  for  work:  while  they  spent  their  money, 
fatigued  their  body,  and  on  Monday  rose  with  the 
headache,  unable  to  work.  I^ow,  says  I,  you  see  it 
was  by  keeping  the  Lord's  day  that  I  came  to  be  a 
seedsman ;  and  added,  whatever  religion  might  do  for 
us  in  the  next  world,  it  was  the  most  profitable  concern 
a  man  could  follow  in  this.  He  looked  earnestly  in  my 
face,  and  said  he  believed  I  was  right.  I  made  these 
observations  to  him,  as  I  suspected  that  he  was  a  free- 
thinker. 

I  think,  also,  that  I  owe  some  of  my  success  to  the 
circumstance  of  my  being  a  Scotchman.  Among  the 
emigrants  who  arrive  at  Kew  York  from  all  parts  of 
the  world,  I  observe  there  are  none  who  so  soon  estab- 
lish themselves  in  respectable  business  as  the  poor 
Scotch  mechanic — he  who  has  only  his  clothes  and 
tool-chest,  and  five  shillings  in  his  pocket :  those  who 
hring  money ^  and  commence  business,  generally  lose  it. 
There  are  but  few  among  the  English,  Irish,  French, 
Dutch,  or  Germans,  who  get  along  so  well,  as  far  as  I 
have  noticed.     The   uniform  and  first  means  of  the 
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Scotchman's  rise  in  the  world,  lies  in  the  habit  they 
had  contracted  in  their  own  country  of  going  to  chnrch 
on  vSabbath,  while  the  majority  of  other  emigrants  walk 
out  in  companies,  and  more  or  less  spend  their  money ; 
but,  no  matter  from  what  principle,  the  Scotchman 
goes  to  church — there  he  can't  spend  his  money.  Thus 
he  soon  acquires  the  means  to  put  himself  in  business. 
His  national  pride  prompts  him  to  aspire  ;  and  while 
he  is  seen  plodding  along  on  the  easy  and  humble 
tenor  of  his  way,  his  heart  is  planning  and  swelling  in 
schemes  of  honorable  ambition,  till  soon  he  raises  him- 
self amongst  the  first.  This  day  there  is  not  a  mer- 
chant in  Xew  York  who  was  in  business  when  I  first 
saw  it.     Robert  Lenox  was  the  last. 

If  it  is  merely  for  the  pleasure  of  living  under  a 
republican  form  of  government,  I  would  not  advise  any 
man  who  is  comfortably  settled  in  a  situation  or  busi- 
ness, whereby  he  makes  a  living,  to  throw  away  cer- 
tainty for  hope ;  you  will  find  political  rascals  as 
plenty  in  a  republic  as  in  a  monarchy,  and  perhaps 
more,  as  they  have  more  scope  for  intrigue.  You  also 
will  find  common  sense  as  much  insulted  by  a  set  of 
fellows  talking  about  equal  rights,  while  they  give 
right  to  nobody — about  the  public  good,  while  they 
are  filling  their  pockets  with  the  public  money — 
against  family  pride  and  kingcraft,  and  as  soon  as 
they  make  money  enough  out  of  the  people  to  set  up  a 
two  or  four  wheel  carriage,  dress  up  an  imported 
fiunkie  footman,  or  Virginia  negro,  with  a  green  coat, 
red  collar,  black  hat,  and  gold  belt,  daub  something  on 
his  carriage-doors  by  way  of  arms,  being  the  likeness 
of  nothing  in  heaven  above  or  on  the  earth  beneath; 
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thus  imitating,  as  near  as  lie  can,  nobility  and  royalty ; 
and  this  is  his  rejpublican  simjplicity  !  Talking  about 
disinterested  regard  for  the  public  good,  while  it  is 
only  to  bring  down  every  one  to  his  level,  that  he  may 
rise  on  their  ruin.  And  then  there  are  the  elections, 
which  never  stop.  Kept  in  continual  motion  by  a  set 
of  political  puppets  behind  the  curtains,  descending 
to  means  low,  dirty,  and  dishonorable,  where  no  hon- 
orable man  can  follow ;  so  that  there  is  some  danger 
of  the  government  being  left  to  the  management  of 
men  who  are  the  offscourings  of  all  things.  If  our 
elections  came  only  once  in  six  years,  I  should  almost 
think  our  government  was  perfect.  But  it  is  not  the 
difference  between  having  a  king  and  a  president  that 
makes  America  more  desirable  to  live  in  than  perhaj^s 
any  other  country  under  the  sun ;  but  we  have  a  large 
and  a  fruitful  land — a  vast  deal  more  land  than  we 
have  people  to  eat  the  fruits  thereof.  In  Europe,  they 
have  more  people  than  land  to  feed  them  on.  The 
climate  does  so  much  for  man  in  America,  he  has  but 
little  to  do  for  himself;  in  Europe,  the  whole  popula- 
tion are  in  continual  anxiety  about  crops  and  weather ; 
our  chief  anxiety  is,  how  to  get  clear  of  our  produce  : 
we  have  no  corn-laws,  no  poor-rates,  and  no  church 
establishments,  that  bone  of  contention  which  has 
separated  the  brethren  in  Europe  for  the  last  thousand 
years.  A  man  of  family  will  confer  a  larger  and  more 
lasting  benefit  on  his  posterity  by  placing  his  children 
in  America,  than  were  he  to  buy  a  throne  for  each  of 
them  in  Europe. 

The  following  anecdote  is  indicative  of  the  feelings 
of  most  young  men,  after  they  have  resided  a  year  or 
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two  in  this  country,  and  get  weaned,  or  speaned  as  we 
say  in  Scotland.  Abont  twenty  years  ago,  two  broth- 
ers, farmers'  servants  from  Lanarkshire,  arrived  at 
Philadelphia ;  they  both  got  service  with  one  of  those 
substantial  farmers  (lords  of  the  soil)  within  four  or 
five  miles  of  town,  whose  tables  are  daily  loaded  with 
necessaries  and  luxuries,  and  where  the  farmer  and  his 
white  servants  eat  at  the  same  table.  The  one  was 
named  Scmcly^  and  the  other  Joclc.  One  morning, 
after  they  had  been  about  eighteen  months  in  their 
place,  as  they  were  dressing,  Jock  says,  "  Ah !  Sandy, 
I  had  an  awful  dream  last  night."  "And  what  did 
you  dream,  man  ?"  says  Sandy.  "  Aye,  but  it  was  an 
awful  dream,"  says  Jock.  "  And  what  did  you  dream?" 
says  Sandy ;  "  did  you  dream  you  had  broken  your 
leg?"  "  Far  waur  than  that,"  says  Jock.  "  And  what 
was  it,  man  ?  did  you  dream  your  mither  was  deed  ?" 
"Warn-  than  that  yet."  "And  what  was  it  ye  di-eamed, 
man  ?"  says  Sandy ;  "  did  ye  dream  ye  was  in  the  bad 
place?"  "It  was  warn-  than  that  yet,"  says  Jock. 
"And  what  was  it,  man?"  says  Sandy.  "Oh!  I 
dreamed  I  was  at  home  again,"  says  Jock. 

It  is  very  rare  that  I  have  seen  a  woman^  whatever 
may  have  been  her  sphere  of  life  in  Britain,  provided 
she  was  rising  of  forty  years  before  she  left  her  home, 
that  ever  got  reconciled  to  or  was  happy  in  America. 
The  husband,  led  abroad  in  society  by  his  business, 
soon  makes  new  friends :  the  children  soon  make 
new  associates,  and  form  new  attachments;  but  the 
mother  finds  every  thing  strange.  The  modes  and 
manners  of  housekeeping  are  strange  to  her ;  there  is 
even  a  sort  of  vocabulary,  as  it  were,  belonging  to  the 
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domestic  affairs  of  every  country,  that  a  woman  brought 
up  in  another  country  never  can  learn ;  and  though 
her  husband  and  children  are  all  happy  around  her, 
though  she  can  buy  ajDples  of  the  best  flavor  here  as 
cheap  as  she  can  buy  potatoes  in  her  own  country,  and 
though  she  has  every  thing  in  abundance  around  her, 
yet  she  longs  for  the  conversation  and  company  of 
those  who  were  the  companions  of  her  youth.  ISTo- 
thing  to  her  like  London,  like  Edinburgh,  like  Dublin, 
or  even  like  her  Tiut  on  the  barren  side  of  some  hill  in 
Scotland. 

Some  years  ago,  there  came  to  [N'ew  York  from 
London  a  smart  bachelor,  aged  about  twenty-eight. 
He  had  a  high  oj)inion  of  himself,  and  the  place  he 
came  from.  Wishing  to  hire  a  room  for  an  office  on 
the  ground  floor,  he  noticed  a  card  in  a  window, 
^^  Ajoartments  to  let^^''  was  waited  on  and  shown  the 
premises  by  the  tradesman's  daughter  who  owned  the 
house.  She  was  a  beautiful,  modest,  sensible  girl ; 
he  was  pleased  with  the  apartment,  but  more  so  with 
the  young  lady ;  as  he  afterwards  said,  there  was  a 
music  in  her  voice  which  made  him  ask  questions. 
Having  been  told  the  price,  says  he,  "  Is  the  damsel 
to  be  let  with  the  apartment?"  (at  the  same  time 
making  a  polite  attempt  to  take  hold  of  her  hand). 
She  made  a  stej:)  backwards,  and  looking  him  full  in 
the  face,  replied,  "  Sir,  the  damsel  is  to  be  let  aloneP 
He  hired  the  room,  took  possession  next  day,  but  the 
apt  reply  kej)t  sounding  in  his  ears,  "  Sir,  the  dam- 
Bel  is  to  be  let  aloneP  He  never  left  his  office 
satisfied  without  having  a  word  or  a  look  from  her; 
he  soon  became  her  professed  admirer,  and  before 
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twelve  months  slie  became  liis  wife.  The  comite- 
nance  and  respectability  of  her  relations  have  given 
him  a  standing  in  society ;  he  is  attentive  to  busi- 
ness, and  every  thing  seems  thriving  and  happy  about 
them. 
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CHAPTER    XIX. 

A    FE"W    REFLECTIONS    FROM     SIXTY    YEARS'    OBSERVATIONS    IN    AMERICA. 

PARTICULAR  PROVIDENCE  SHOWN  IN  THE  NATIONAL  AFFAIRS  OF  AMERICA. 

CONCLUDING  INSTANCE  OF  SAME  TO  MYSELF. 

Men,  Fiddlers^  and  TroUojyes.  who  travel  forty  days 
in  America,  fifteen  of  whicli  are  generally  spent  in  the 
death  of  sleep,  ought  not  to  be  branded  as  impostors. 
The  public,  if  they  think  at  all,  are  not  to  expect  any 
correct  information  concerning  a  people,  their  country, 
and  their  manners,  from  either  fiddlers  or  mountebanks, 
who  may  happen  to  spend  a  few  strolling  days  in  the 
line  of  their  profession  in  that  country.  If  they  do 
expect  so  great  a  miracle,  then  they  richly  deserve  to 
be  imposed  on.  But  no ;  they  are  not  imposed  on : 
they  buy  these  as  they  do  any  other  work  of  fiction,  to 
Bee  who  among  all  those  hundred-and-one  book-makers 
can  tell  the  most  plausible  lie.  Therefore  the  writers 
and  printers  are  not  iinpostors  /  for  the  people  desire  to 
have  it  so. 

I  am  satisfied  the  book  bearing  the  name  of  Mrs. 
Trollope  was  never  written  by  an  English  lady.  A 
lady  implies  every  thing  that  is  mild,  pleasant,  beauti- 
ful, engaging,  modest,  and  discreet.  I  remember,  seven- 
ty years  ago,  in  Scotland,  to  say  that  a  woman  was  a 
soldier's  trollope,  implied  every  thing  that  was  bad, 
hateful,  and  disgusting.  Besides,  no  modest  and  dis- 
creet woman  will  be  found  travelling  alone  through 
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Beas  and  floods,  in  ships  and  boats,  with  mates,  cooks, 
and  captains,  except  she  were  completely  unsexed. 
Besides,  the  book  professes  to  be  an  expose  of  the 
"Domestic  Manners  of  the  Americans."  Now,  sure 
am  I  that  no  woman,  having  the  feelings  of  a  woman, 
would  ever  expose,  if  she  could,  the  failings  and 
frailties  of  her  sisters,  and  in  such  language,  too,  as 
that  book  contains — more  like  the  licentious  slang  of 
some  minor  theatre,  or  the  polluted  breath  of  some 
London  fishwife.  If  it  has  been  written  by  a  woman, 
thank  God  we  have  no  such  women  in  America. 

There  is,  perhaps,  no  country  on  earth  where  ladies 
are  so  highly  respected  and  thought  of  as  they  are  in 
America  (I  speak  from  sixty  years'  observation).  Had 
the  writer  of  Trollope  really  been  a  lady  of  feeling,  she 
w^ould  have  rejoiced  to  find  that  there  was  at  least  on& 
country  under  the  sun  where  woman  holds  the  exact 
place  in  society  which  nature  and  the  God  of  nature 
has  assigned  her, — that  of  being  the  companion  and 
helpmate  of  man,  not  his  slave.  From  these  reflections, 
my  own  mind  is  satisfied  that  Trollope  is  no  woman, 
or,  if  she  be,  she  must  be  one  who  wears  the  breeches. 
The  very  fact  of  her  travelling  with  Miss  F.  Wright 
ought  to  expel  her  from  women's  company. 

It  is  really  provoking  to  hear  European  writers  com- 
paring themselves  with  themselves,  and  exalting  them- 
selves by  themselves,  and  impeaching  the  Americans  for 
want  of  refinement.  Its  like  C*^*"^*  teaching  honor, 
or  the  devil  preaching  truth.  The  real  standard  of  re- 
finement all  over  the  world  can  only  be  estimated  by 
the  place  which  woman  holds  in  society,  and  by  the 
usage  she  receives  from  those  lords  of  the  creation, 
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falsely  so  called.  Mrs.  Trollope  has  the  ignorance  to 
compare  the  modest,  beautiful,  sprightly,  and  sensible 
ladies  in  America,  with  the  poor,  debased  daughters  of 
Eve  in  Europe.  I  know  that  God  has  made  many  of 
their  women  as  angels  for  beauty,  but  the  men.  have 
transformed  them  into  devils.  Among  your  singers 
and  players  are  some  of  the  handsomest  women  in  the 
world ;  but  the  European  savage — man,  has  debased 
them  beneath  the  brutes  that  perish.  In  Africa  they 
are  the  beasts  of  burden  and  laboring  slaves  of  the 
man ;  in  Asia  they  are  the  soulless  automatons  of  his 
pleasures,  and  the  laboring  slaves  of  his  profits ;  and 
in  proportion  as  they  excel  in  beauty^  in  the  same  pro- 
portion are  they  transferred  from  one  heartless  tyrant 
to  another,  and  with  more  unconcern  than  they  would 
part  with  aii  ass  or  a  colt  from  the  stall.  But  in 
Europe  their  degradation  is  yet  keener  and  dee]3er,  for 
there  they  receive  just  education  enough  to  show  them 
their  high  origin,  and  the  place  in  society  which  by 
right  is  their  own;  thus  making  them  see  and  feel 
more  acutely  the  abject  state  into  which  they  are 
plunged  by  the  cruelty  of  man.  Many  of  them,  young, 
lovely,  and  sensitive  creatures,  are  shut  up  in  monas- 
teries (and  this,  too,  by  those  who  gave  them  birth),  or 
compelled  to  be  buckled  to  some  old  %oorn-down^  rich^ 
titled  debauchee^  whereby  all  the  sweet  sensibilities  of 
their  nature  are  destroyed,  and  all  the  useful  purposes 
for  which  the  God  of  nature  made  them  are  lost  to  the 
world.  In  comparison  with  this,  tlie  burning  of  a 
Hindoo  widow,  or  a  Jewess  of  old  placing  Xh^  son  of 
lier  youth  in  the  red-hot  arms  of  Moloch,  is  like  tender 
mercies.   Even  in  our  own  day,  we  have  seen  in  France 
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— that  country  of  chivalrj,  refinement,  and  gallantry— 
the  young,  the  learned,  the  high-born  and  accomplished 
females,  led  out  by  rufiians  whose  hands  yet  smoked 
with  the  blood  of  a  sister — we  have  seen  them  tied  in 
groups,  as  is  done  by  the  wild  savage  in  om'  western 
wilderness — we  have  seen  their  beautiful  heads  roll  in 
the  basket  of  the  guillotine,  till  the  arms  of  the  execu- 
tioner grew  faint — we  have  seen  men  (falsely  called)  in 
Europe  stand  by  with  indifference  and  see  the  beautiful 
Mary  of  Scotland  murdered  by  a  fire-cat  of  a  sister, 
and,  in  om'  day,  the  fascinating  Marie  Antoinette  of 
France,  by  the  rufiianly  Sans-culottes.  Were  such 
brutalities  attempted  in  America  on  woman,  every 
rifle  from  Eastport  to  the  Rocky  Mountains  would  be 
raised  in  her  defence :  and  yet  these  men  have  the 
very  great  modesty  to  talk  to  the  Americans  about  re- 
finement. 

In  Europe,  too,  where  dwell  the  most  Catholic 
Majesties,  the  most  Christian  Majesties,  the  Kings  by 
the  grace  of  God,  the  Defenders  of  the  Faith,  the 
Heads  of  the  Church,  and  the  Lords  Sj)iritual,  even 
there  these  men  of  refinement  will  take  the  most  come- 
ly of  their  women,  strip  them  of  their  chief  ornament, 
modesty,  then  tear  off  rag  after  rag,  till  scarcely  a  fig- 
leaf  is  left ;  then  they  place  them  on  a  large  table, 
which  they  call  a  theatre,  and  sometimes  on  a  rope, 
and  there  they  make  them  dance  to  the  sound  of  an 
Irish  fiddle,  or  a  pair  of  Scotch  bagpipes :  and  this  is 
what  they  call,  in  Paris,  in  London,  in  Dublin,  and  in 
Edinburgh,  wovsliijpping  the  fair  sex.^     Now  a  body 

*  I  would  here  inform  Messrs.  Fiddler,  TroUope,  and  Co.,  and  all 
other  forty-day  travellers,  who  may  wish  to  make  a  book,  that  from 
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would  really  suppose  that  this  is  all  right,  for  it  is  all 
done  just  under  the  noses  of  those  holy  men  aforesaid. 
They  also  have  dancing  bears,  and  live  elephants,  and 
monkeys,  which  they  make  to  dance  about  just  as  they 
make  their  ladies  do ;  and  it's  all  done  for  money : 
indeed,  they  will  do  any  thing  in  Europe  for  money. 
Some  sell  their  bodies  to  the  doctors  while  they  live, 
and  some  sell  their  souls  to  the  devil  when  they  die ; 
and  all  for  money. 

Another  source  of  misery  to  the  ladies  in  Europe, 
and  which  sours  all  the  sweet  charities  of  their  lives,  is 
their  family  distinctions,  their  bloods,  and  their  titles. 
Thousands  of  them  are  there  sacrificed,  like  Jephtha's 
daughter;  hence  the  forced  marriages,  the  unhappy 
marriages,  the  runaway  marriages,  the  elopements, 
and,  finally,  their  crim.  con.  trials, — names,  the  mean- 
ing of  which  is  unknown  to  the  ladies  in  America. 

In  America,  when  a  young  woman  comes  to  her 
eighteenth  year  she  is  of  age,  and  can  marry  the  man 
of  her  choice,  despite  of  cold-blooded  parents,  or  self- 
interested  guardians.  There  are  no  laws  to  obstruct 
the  freedom  of  marriages  in  America  (as  far  as  ever  I 
could  learn),  no  licenses,  no  proclamations  at  the  desk, 
or  advertisements  on  the  church-door.  Any  man  and 
woman,  of  any  age  or  condition,  can  go  to  the  mayor, 
magistrate,  minister,  or  justice  of  the  peace,  taking 
with  them  two  witnesses  to  prove  that  they  are  both 

■what  I  liave  seen,  I  am  confident  there  is  not  a  lady  in  America,  having 
a  drop  of  American  blood  in  her  veins,  but  rather  than  expose  her  per- 
son, as  is  done  by  the  women  in  Europe,  to  the  brutal  gaze  of  those 
noble  blackguards,  she  -would  take  a  prayer-book  in  one  hand,  and  a 
wooden  cross  in  the  other,  and  walk  into  the  flames  of  martyrdom. 
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single  people,  and  tliey  get  married  without  further 
ceremony.  ]^ow,  Mrs.  Trollope  would  call  this  an 
instance  of  the  loose  state  of  morals  in  America ;  but 
experience  shows  it  has  quite  a  different  effect.  In 
Europe,  some  popish  ]3riest  or  bishop  gives  them  a 
license  to  become  man  and  w^ife  in  a  political  sense, 
and  some  Beelzebub  or  Lucifer  gives  them  a  license  to 
keep  as  many  masters  and  mistresses  as  they  please. 
The  marriage  is  merely  to  enable  the  first  son  of  the 
next  generation  to  hold  the  estate  ;  but  with  regard  to 
love  or  natural  affection,  they  know  just  as  little  as  the 
Esquimaux  in  his  cabin  of  ice :  and  yet  these  tramplers 
on  every  thing  that  is  pure,  holy,  and  becoming  in  life, 
have  the  impudence  to  preach  modesty  and  refinement 
to  the  Americans. 

The  laws  are  severe  against  higamy,  and  are  seldom 
infringed  except  by  foreigners,  who  have  left  wives 
in  Europe.  In  fact,  the  Americans  know  little,  not 
even  by  name,  of  the  many  vices  that  are  rife  in  old 
countries. 

In  Europe,  the  ladies  among  the  higher  castes  are 
waited  on  by  white  slaves — in  America,  by  black: 
among  the  inferiors  in  Europe,  the  women  are  the 
slaves  of  the  men — in  America,  the  men  are  the 
WILLING  slaves  of  the  women :  in  short,  domestic 
economy  in  America  is  comprehended  in  two  words — 
the  man  provides,  and  his  wife  takes  care  of  what  he 
provides. 

With  regard  to  governments^  it  matters  little  to  me 
whether  the  head  is  called  a  king  or  a  president,  pro- 
vided they  are  a  terror  to  evil-doers,  and  a  praise  to 
them  that  do  well.     Even  in  hell  they  have  a  king,  to 
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keep  order  in  that  pit ;  and  among  the  powers  of  the 
air,  they  can't  get  along  without  having  2^.  prince.  All 
nature  obeys  the  law  of  its  Maker,  men  and  devils 
only  excepted ;  and  they  require  a  strong  arm  to  keep 
them  in  order. 

In  America,  I  w^ould  prefer  living  under  a  repub- 
lican government,  but  not  in  Britain.  I  think  now 
that  they  have  got  their  parliament  so  far  reformed, 
they  have  as  much  liberty  as  they  can  fairly  stagger 
under.  If  they  get  along,  quietly  and  easily,  to  cancel 
their  sinecures  as  the  present  incumbents  die,  and  also, 
by  degrees,  in  lessening  their  church  burdens,  and 
keep  themselves  from  going  to  war,  they  will  do  very 
well.  The  experiment  of  having  religion  supported  in 
a  country  without  the  interference  of  government,  has 
been  tried  in  America  for  the  last  fifty  years,  and  with 
the  most  complete  success.  I  verily  believe  there  is 
more  pure  and  unde'filed  religion  amongst  the  Episco- 
pal churches  in  the  State  of  l!^ew  York  alone,  than  is 
to  be  found  in  the  same  church  all  over  England. 
Such  a  thing  as  a  horse-racing,  cock-fighting,  fox- 
hunting, tavern-keeping  parson,  is  not  known  in  Ameri- 
ca. Were  they  so  to  appear,  the  people  would  just 
withdraw  their  support,  and  the  priests  drop  into  ob- 
livion. There  is  no  priestcraft  in  America :  where  civil 
government  is  kept  out  of  the  church,  priestcraft  cannot 
exist.  Before  the  revolution  in  America,  the  Episcopal s 
lorded  it  over  God's  heritage — now  every  tub  stands  on 
its  own  bottom. 

Those  simple  dreamers,  who,  for  the  last  fifty  years, 
have  been  turning  the  world  upside  down,  and  writing 
so  many  fine-spun  tJieories  on    government,   always 
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assume  the  false  position  at  the  outset,  that  man  is  a 
perfect  heing,  Mr.  Thomas  Paine  wrote  and  spoke  so 
much  and  so  long  about  the  perfectibility  of  human 
nature,  that  he  became  a  perfect  beast  himself.  Were 
it  not  for  insulting  the  dignity  of  the  British  nation^ 
in  the  persons  of  some  of  its  meinbers  in  Parlimnent^  I 
could  give  the  history  of  two  or  three  of  them — men 
whose  heads  are  so  long,  that  they  themselves  really 
think  they  can  govern  the  universe,  and  yet  they  never 
learned  to  govern  their  own  tongues,  to  govern  their 
own  wives,  to  govern  their  own  hearts,  sons,  servants, 
or  afiairs.  The  fact  is,  they  are  so  filled  wdth  a  dis- 
interested  aiiibition  to  rule^  that,  were  it  possible,  they 
would  take  the  reins  from  the  hands  of  the  Governor  of 
the  world: 

These  men,  like  all  other  madmen^  are  continually 
striving  to  destroy  the  very  means  in  w^hich  is  involved 
their  life  and  safety.  Were  it  not  for  the  arm  of  a 
strong  government,  when  O'Connell,  Hunt,  and  Co. 
collect  such  a  mass  of  folly  and  wickedness  around 
them  in  the  fields,  as  sometimes  is  done,  one  word 
from  a  bravo  in  the  crowd,  and  the  leaders  (like  the 
keeper  of  some  wild  beasts  let  loose)  are  torn  in 
pieces.  We  saw  it  done  repeatedly  in  France ;  and 
human  nature  is  the  same,  under  the  same  circum- 
stances, everywhere. 

In  America,  we  have  too  mucJi  liberty.  The  im- 
p)orted  patriot,  as  ignorant  as  a  goose,  and  as  poor  as 
Job's  hen-turkey,  has  as  good  a  vote  for  the  men  who 
tax,  assess,  and  take  from  me  my  property,  as  I  have 
myself.  This  is  giving  him  who  has  nothing,  liberty 
to  be  sm-e,  but  it  is  to  take  from  me  what  is  not  his. 
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Often  these  men  have  not  been  three  weeks  in  the 
country,  but  as  they  always  vote  for  our  side^  we  have 
some  easy  modes  of  creeping  through  our  naturalization 
laws.  From  this,  and  many  more  defects  I  could  name, 
we  need  never  expect  to  see  a  government  without 
faults. 

Democracy  and  Republicanism  sound  fine  in  theo- 
ry ;  and  were  men  what  God  made  them,  it  would 
work  well  in  practice;  and  herein  lies  the  mighty 
odds — God  made  man  upright,  but  he  sought  out  many 
inventions — God  made  him  wise,  and  he  made  himself 
a  fool.  In  Europe  many  are  civilized — some  about 
half — and  a  number  are  still  in  a  state  of  nature.  Take 
a  few  from  every  country,  town  and  village,  and  per- 
haps you  cannot  select  three  from  each  hundred  that 
are  men  of  sound  sense — seventy-five  are  fools,  and 
twenty -two  are  rogues ;  therefore,  the  more  men  that 
are  engaged  in  a  matter,  the  greater  is  the  quantity  of 
human  folly  and  wickedness  collected.  Besides,  I 
never  knew  a  genuine  'bawling  republican  in  my  life 
(and  I  have  seen  many)  but  he  was  a  most  consummate 
tyrant,  as  far  as  his  little  brief  authority  went.  Some 
years  ago  I  knew  one  of  these  thorough-going  imported 
republicans  in  New  York ;  the  "  Rights  of  Man"  was 
continually  in  his  mouth,  and  the  horse-whip  in  his 
hand.  He  was  a  cabinet-maker  by  tr^de ;  and  one 
day  the  police  justice  cancelled  the  indentures  of  seven 
of  his  apprentices,  on  account  of  barbarous  and  cruel 
usage. 

I  don't  think  that  a  nation  in  Europe  could  exist 
twenty  years  under  a  republican  form  of  government ; 
they  arc  not  so  well  informed  as  the  people  in  America 
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generally  are ;  besides,  from  tlieir  youth  the  Americans 
are  accustomed  to  something  like  this  form  of  self- 
government,  by  selecting  persons  to  fill  many  of  their 
offices,  as  road-masters,  poor-masters,  militia-officers, 
&c.,  &c.  It  is  not  so  much  the  form  of  our  government 
that  makes  the  people  so  happy  in  America,  as  the  fact 
that  we  are  not  saddled  with  any  of  the  customs  of  the 
dark  ages,  which  yet  hang  about  the  necks  of  the. good 
folks  of  Britain.  In  America,  every  man  that  professes 
religion  attends  to  the  religion  of  his  own  house ;  and 
if  twenty  heads  of  houses  conclude  to  build  a  church, 
and  engage  a  minister  to  lead  their  devotions  on 
Sabbath,  the  government  has  no  concern  in  the  matter. 
In  Europe,  they  hire  men  at  a  high  price  to  become  a 
head  for  their  church,  but  in  America  Christ  is  the  only 
head  of  the  church  that  they  will  acknowledge,  and 
they  own  no  Lord  but  the  Zo7'd  Jehovah.'^  We  have  no 
poors'  rate,   and  no  noble  blood.     This   noble   blood 


*  Many  years  ago  (if  fame  speaks  true)  none  "were  admitted  into  the 
House  of  Parliament  but  members,  ladies,  and  the  servants  of  noble- 
mea  Kev.  Dr.  M'Intosh,  of  Edinburgh,  being  in  London  while  the 
House  "was  sitting,  and  probably  not  knowing  the  regulation,  and 
having  a  desire  to  see  how  matters  were  conducted,  presented  himself 
at  the  door.  From  something  about  his  dress,  or  probably  from  the 
very  circumstance  of  his  wanting  admittance,  they  supposed  he  must 
be  a  nobleman's  servant.  There  were  two  keepers — the  first  accosts 
him — "  What  lord  do  you  belong  to  ?"  Instantly  replies  the  doctor, 
"  To  the  Lord  Jehovah."  "  The  Lord  Jehovah !"  echoes  the  keeper, 
looking  inquiringly  in  the  face  of  his  fellow  ;  "  the  Lord  Jehovah !  why, 
I  never  heard  of  that  lord  :  I  am  sure,"  raising  his  voice,  "  he  is  not  in 
aU  the  Court  Calendar.  Where  lays  the  estate  ?"  "  In  the  northern 
hemisphere,"  rephes  the  doctor,  gravely.  As  they  knew  as  little  about 
the  hemisphere  as  they  did  about  the  Lord :  "  O,"  says  keeper  No.  2, 
"  let  him  pass ;  it  must  be  some  poor  Scotch  lord,  I  suppose." 
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spoils  a  great  many  bappy  marriages  in  Em*ope ;  but 
in  America  nature  displays  her  most  perfect  works. 
We  have  ;  no  standing  army,  because  we  don't  need 
one ;  in  Europe,  the  people  must  be  kept  in  order  by 
the  point  of  the  bayonet ;  but  in  America  the  people 
have  common  sense  enough  to  keep  themselves  in 
order.  Our  government  is  the  cheapest;  and  were  it 
not  that  our  elections  are  so  frequent,  I  should  think  it 
was  the  best  in  the  world.  It's  really  amusing  to  hear, 
when  you  go  to  London  or  Edinburgh,  how  ignorant 
the  j^eople  are  with  regard  to  every  thing  appertaining 
to  America ;  and  yet  every  week  they  have  a  new  hooh 
of  travels  from  some  strolling  Fiddler,  Hall,  Hamilton, 
or  Trollope.  These  Fiddlers,  however,  are  not  fools  ; 
they  know  that  a  wise  man  cannot  live  in  a  country 
unless  the  majority  of  the  people  are  fools.  It  is  for 
this  reason  that  a  ScotcJwian  cannot  get  along  in  Con- 
necticut among  the  cunning  Yankees^  because  they 
understand  how  to  hold  as  well  as  he  does  how  to 
2yyll, 

I  was  in  Scotland  some  thirty  years  ago ;  had  with 
me  my  son,  a  lad  about  ten ;  stopped  to  see  a  lady  at 
the  seat  of  Lord  A ,  near  Edinburgh ;  was  intro- 
duced as  Mr.  Thorburn,  from  America — and  this  is  his 
son,  a  young  Ycmhee  (the  lad  was  both  white  and 
ruddy).  The  good  lady  stoops ;  lays  her  arm  round 
his  neck,  her  hand  on  his  left  shoulder,  and  looking 
him  full  in  the  face,  exclaims,  "  TJie  Losh  jpreserve  us^ 
hnt  he's  as  vjhite  as  our  ainfolk  /"  Observe,  this  was 
at  a  lord's  house,  in  1818 — not  among  the  mohites.  It 
is  funny  to  hear  their  wise  men  sjDeak,  and  their  wise 
women  write,  about  the  Americans,  as  if  they  were 
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notliing  but  a  set  of  simple  men,  the  sons  of  silly 
women.  They  speak  about  our  generals  and  colonels 
being  cow-keepers,  and  horse-keepers,  and  bar-keepers, 
&c. ;  they  speak  about  our  captains  and  our  militia  as 
being  shoemakers  and  tailors,  having  guns  without 
locks ;  they  speak  about  our  coimnodores  as  being 
packers  of  codfish^  and  our  ambassadors  as  being  print- 
ers or  doctors,  and  pettifogging  lawyers.  All  this 
may  be  true ;  but,  then,  when  they  come  in  contact 
with  them,  they  find  themselves  most  commonly  out- 
generalled.  Washington  and  Hamilton  generalled  them 
out  of  a  whole  continent — General  Jackson  packed  up 
their  generals  in  rum  hogsheads — the  shoemakers  and 
tailors,  having  guns  without  locks,  locked  up  Burgoyne, 
Cornwallis,  &c. — the  packers  of  codfish  caught  a  whole 
fleet  on  the  lakes  at  one  haul — and  Franklin,  the  print- 
er, Adams,  Jay,  Lawrence,  and  other  pettifogging 
lawyers,  outwitted  and  supplanted  their  diplomatists, 
in  1776,  at  almost  every  court  in  Christendom. 

With  regard  to  the  navy  in  America,  there  is  no 
doubt  but  man  to  man,  and  gun  to  gun,  they  will  be 
able  to  defend  themselves  against  any  nation  under  the 
sun.  The  late  war  gave  a  lesson  to  these  men,  whose 
principle  of  right  consisted  in  making  the  weak  submit 
to  the  strong,  which  they  will  not  soon  forget ;  but  as 
now  they  know  where  each  other's  strength  lies,  they 
will  find  it  their  interest  to  cultivate  one  another's 
friendship.  Their  fleets  comhined  will  be  able  to  pro- 
tect the  world  from  oppressors. 

In  reading  the  history  of  America  for  the  last  fifty 
years,  it  often  occurs  to  my  mind,  that  Providence  has 
taken  the  afiairs  of  the  country  into  his  own  immediate 
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direction.  I  think  we  can't  look  back  on  the  late  war 
•without  being  convinced  that  the  Governor  of  the  world 
turned  the  mistakes  and  blunders  of  our  own  governors 
into  public  blessings,  and  in  a  way  and  manner,  too, 
contrary  to  our  own  plans  and  most  sanguine  calcu- 
lations. For  instance,  when  the  war  of  1812  broke 
out,  our  governors  thought  they  had  only  to  send  a 
few  men  into  Canada,  carrying  a  pole  with  a  striped 
handkerchief  at  its  top,  and  that  all  the  whole  .comitry 
would  join  them.  But  after  losing  millions  of  money 
and  thousands  of  men,  they  found  themselves  com- 
pletely discomfited,  foiled,  and  laughed  at.  And  it 
was  right  it  should  be  so.  It  was  both  unjust  and 
impolitic; — unjust  because  the  Canadians  were  our 
brethren,  and  never  had  done  us  any  harm.  If  their 
masters,  three  thousand  miles  away,  had  robbed  our 
ships,  it  was  not  their  fault — they  could  not  help  it ; 
it  was  impolitic,  because,  had  our  government  issued  a 
proclamation,  telling  them  we  were  brethren  of  the 
same  soil,  we  had  no  quarrel  with  them,  and  if  they 
would  let  us  alone  we  would  let  them  alone — had  this 
been  done,  I  verily  believe  that  ere  this  time  Canada 
would  have  now  formed  another  State  in  the  Union. 

But  look  at  the  ocean,  that  highway  of  nations^ 
there  we  had  been  robbed  and  plundered  because  we 
wanted  the  means  of  defence.  These  leviathans  of  the 
deep,  with  their  mouths  of  one  hundred  fires,  told  us 
to  stand  by  or  they  would  sink  us  in  the  mighty 
waters.  On  these  waters,  tliough  our  cause  was  just, 
we  thought  we  could  do  nothing.  But  there  we  looked 
on,  while  the  Lord  wrought  gloriously  for  America — 
where  we  looked  for  disgrace,  he  gave  us  honor,  and 
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for  defeat  he  gave  us  victory ;  till  at  length  the  skill  of 
the  officers,  and  the  strength  of  the  six  American  jw- 
huilt  frigates^  was  proclaimed  from  the  Park  and  Tower 
guns  of  London. 

Look  also  at  N^ew  Orleans  ;  their  ships  darkened  our 
rivers ;  their  men  were  numerous  as  the  locusts  in 
Egypt ;  their  officers  and  soldiers  were  all  mighty  men 
of  war,  having  just  conquered  the  conqueror  of  the 
world,  and  laid  his  invincibles  low,  even  in  the  dust. 
But  here  these  noble  fellows,  whose  swords  had  just 
let  loose  the  heart's  blood  of  Bonaparte's  lancers,  were 
cut  down  like  grass  in  the  field,  and  scattered  abroad 
like  chaff  before  the  wind,  by  the  unerring  aim  of  the 
American  rifle.  They  were  the  invaders^  the  Ameri- 
cans were  the  defenders  /  but  in  Canada  the  Americans 
were  the  invaders,  and  were  discomfited. 

All  these  things  are  arguments  with  me  in  favor  of 
the  doctrine  of  a  Particular  Providence,  in  regard  to 
nations.  As  respects  myself,  in  addition  to  what  has 
been  already  stated,  I  beg  to  give  another  instance.  I 
could  have  put  on  record  some  scores  of  such  instances, 
any  one  of  which  might  suffice  to  convince  a  reasonable 
person  of  the  consoling  doctrine  of  the  ministry  of 
angels^  or  a  class  of  beings,  though  invisible  to  us,  by 
far  superior  in  power  and  intelligence,  and  who  stand 
ready,  at  the  nod  of  their  Master,  to  execute  his  will  in 
a  moment,  even  to  the  utmost  boundaries  of  space  :  but 
here  our  feeble  mind  is  lost.  On  what  other  j)rinciples 
are  we  to  account  for  the  curious  incidents  which  fre- 
quently happen  to  every  observing  man,  viz.,  of  tlmih- 
ing  or  sjpeaking  about  a  person  whom,  perhaps,  we 
have  not   seen  for  years,   and  he  wdll  immediately 
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aj^pear ;  and  sometimes  going  through  scenes  in  your 
sleej)  in  which  you  will  be  a  prominent  actor  next  day  ? 
These  things  must  be  whispered  on  our  senses,  or  im- 
pressed into  our  souls,  by  some  being  to  us  invisible. 
Heaven,  earth,  and  sea  are  full  of  wonders  and  mys- 
teries, of  which  those  wise  men  (self-styled  philosophers) 
never  dreamed. 

In  April,  then,  we  received  a  letter  from  Mr.  C, 
ordering  about  $250  worth  of  seeds  and  trees,  and 
stating  that  B.  &  Co.  would  pay  our  bill.  Before  com- 
plying with  the  order  we  showed  the  letter  to  B.  &  Co.; 
they  stated,  had  the  amount  not  exceeded  $100  they 
would  have  paid  it,  but  being  already  considerable  in 
advance,  they  were  not  inclined  to  go  further;  but 
added,  they  considered  him  a  good  man,  and  thought 
we  should  be  safe  in  trusting  him  to  that  amount.  My 
son  being  anxious  to  fill  the  order,  I  consented ;  the 
goods  and  invoice  were  forwarded,  but  receiving  no 
answer,  after  six  weeks  we  wrote  to  him  again,  re- 
questing him  to  send  us  a  draft  on  P.  W.  &  Co. ;  still 
no  answer  came.  One  day,  during  the  cholera,  about 
the  beginning  of  September,  I  picked  up  a  piece  of 
paper  from  the  floor,  which,  from  some  words  on  it, 
brought  the  matter  to  my  mind.  I  told  my  son  I  was 
getting  anxious  about  the  matter  of  C,  and  was  re- 
solved to  stir  in  the  business ;  my  son  thought  we  had 
better  let  it  rest  till  after  the  cholera,  as  it  was  probable 
Mr.  C.  might  be  out  of  towTi,  &c.  However,  the  thing 
kept  harassing  my  mind,  so  I  determined  to  see  the 
Messrs.  B.,  and  consult  with  them  before  the  day  closed. 
I  called  at  their  office  about  fifteen  minutes  past  fom* 
p.  M.,  presuming  they  would  have  retm-ned  from  din- 


GRANT   THOEBUKN.      -  213 


ner :  I  waited  some  time,  and  they  not  returning,  I 
went  home,  drank  my  tea,  and  resolved  to  call  again, 
if  spared,  next  morning — but  something  in  my  mind 
kept  prompting  me  on ;  so,  having  finished  tea,  I 
returned  to  the  office  and  found  Mr.  B.  alone.  I 
showed  him  Mr.  C.'s  letter,  and  asked  his  advice.  He 
advised  me  to  draw  on  C.  at  ten  days'  sight,  in  favor 
of  R.  C,  to  give  the  draft  to  him  (Mr.  B.),  and  he 
would  give  it  to  C.  to  forward.  I  came  home,  told  my 
son,  bid  him  go  to  tea,  and  draw  the  drafts  as  soon  as 
he  came  back.  He  smiled,  and  said  he  could  not  see 
what  made  me  so  pushing  in  this  business  all  at  once. 
Says  I,  "  I  can't  either ;  but  something  hurries  me  on, 
that  I  can't  rest  satisfied  till  I  push  it  as  fast  as  I  can." 
The  draft  was  drawn  that  night.  ISText  morning  I  gave 
it  to  B.,  with  an  earnest  request  that  he  would  give  it 
to  Mr.  C.  to  forward  by  that  day's  mail.  About  a 
month  after,  Mr.  B.  came  into  our  store,  and  told  us  a 
long  story  about  the  failure  of  Mr.  P.,  and  how  much 
they  had  lost  by  him,  but  added,  your  draft  is  pcdd^ 
and  paid,  too  the  very  day  before  he  failed.  Xext 
day  Mr.  C.  stepped  in  and  told  us  the  same  story, 
adding,  "  You  are  a  lucky  fellow,  Thorburn,  for  had 
not  the  draft  gone  on  that  very  day,  I  don't  think 
you  would  ha^'e  got  one  cent."  JSTow,  in  reviewing 
this  matter,  I  can't  hel^)  being  assured,  in  my  own 
mind,  that  there  was  some  invisible  influence  that 
urged  me  on  in  a  manner,  for  which  I  could  not 
account,  to  bestir  myself  in  this  business  on  that  very 
day  ;  and  I  also  think  I  can  see  the  hand  of  Providence 
in  inclining  the  hearts  of  both  Messrs.  B.  and  C.  to 
transact  their  parts  of  the  business  on  that  same  day, 
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with   more   j^romptness,   perhaps,  than   if  their   owu 
interests  had  been  at  stake. 

I  might  fill  a  much  larger  book  than  this  with  re^ 
markable  instances,  but  I  will  conclude  with  only  one 
more.  After  having  made  and  lost  two  fortunes  in  the 
course  of  my  life,  I  find  myself,  in  old  age,  without 
much  of  this  world's  goods,  but  with  a  thankful  and  a 
cheerful  heart.  God  has  provided  for  me  in  the  follow- 
ing manner. 

I  sailed  from  Leith,  in  Scotland,  13th  of  April,  1794, 
in  the  good  ship  "  Providence,"  a  name  propitious, 
bound  for  'New  York.  Among  the  passengers  was  a 
lady,  having  with  her,  in  charge,  four  or  five  young 
children.  The  father  had  gone  before,  to  prepare  for 
them  a  habitation,  no  small  undertaking  when  three 
months  was  a  tolerable  passage.  Among  the  children 
was  a  boy,  seemingly  of  four  years'  growth.  lie  was 
lively  and  playful,  always  on  deck.  His  mother  was 
in  continual  fear  on  his  account.  I  told  her,  as  I  had 
nothing  to  do,  I  would  take  care  of  the  boy.  This  to 
her  was  a  great  relief;  so,  comparatively  speaking,  I 
carried  this  boy  in  my  arms  over  the  waves  of  the  At- 
lantic. 

Now  this  boy  is  Collector  of  the  Port  of  Kew  York. 
In  the  arrangements  of  Providence,  he  is  the  man,  and 
I  am  the  child ;  he,  in  tm^n,  carries  me  in  his  arms. 
Or  in  plain  Scotch,  he  gives  me  an  office  in  the  depart- 
ment, whereby  I  earn  enough  to  keep  soul  and  body 
together.  The  sovereign  people  need  not  infer  from 
this  that  I  spend  Uncle  Sam's  money  for  naught.  The 
office  must  be  filled  by  some  one,  and,  though  seventy- 
nine,  I  can  perform  the  duties  of  my  department  as  weU 
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as  when  in  my  twenty-ninth  year.  I  never  eat  the  bread 
of  idleness,  nor  will  I  while  I  can  grasp  a  hammer,  or 
blow  the  bellows. 

I  have  made  these  remarks  without  the  knowledge 
of  any  of  the  parties  referred  to.  It  is  to  cancel  a 
debt  of  gratitude  due  the  Giver  of  all  good,  and  to  men, 
his  instruments ;  and  to  remind  my  neighbors  that  a 
deed  done  with  a  good  intent  seldom  goes  unrewarded, 
even  in  this  life.  "  Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters, 
thou  shalt  find  it  after  many  days."  In  my  case  the 
promise  is  fulfilled  to  the  letter.  In  1794:  I  cast  my 
bread  on  the  waters  of  the  Atlantic  Ocean ;  in  1851  I 
found  it  floating  on  the  shores  of  the  Hudson  Kiver. 
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A   FLOWEK   EXTKACTED. 

\From  the  New  YorTc  Commercial  Advertiser^  May  19^/^,  1829.] 

The  following  characteristic  communication  is  too 
good  to  be  delayed  for  a  single  day,  and  we  make  room 
for  it  without  hesitation : 

To  THE  Editors  of  the  Commercial  Advertiser. 

I  really  believe  that  you  gentlemen  printers  save 
more  money  to  the  good  people  of  this  city,  by  the 
cautions  you  give,  and  the  exposures  you  make  of  the 
practice  and  tricks  of  thieves,  than  all  the  paltry  sum 
of  ten  dollars  which  you  usually  ask,  to  pay  for  paper, 
ink,  and  •carrying.  Since  last  fall,  when  you  gave  an 
account  of  the  fellow  wlio  stole  the  gold  fish,  we  have 
not  been  sensible  of  a  single  depredation :  but  one 
moraing  last  week,  about  six  a.  m.,  a  figure  strolled 
into  our  yard,  his  feet  being  half  covered  with  a  pair 
of  sea-green  morocco  slippers ;  his  stockings,  which 
had  once  been  white,  rolled  down  to  his  ankles,  and 
displayed  part  of  a  leg,  which,  from  appearance,  had 
not  been  anointed  with  soap  since  the  4th  of  July  last ; 
his   cassimere  pantaloons  of  the  same   color  as  the 
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Scotch  snuff  that  is  made  in  Chatham  street,  and 
ornamented  at  the  top  by  a  bunch  of  seals  as  large  as  a 
nfiock  orange,  and  as  yellow  as  if  they  had  really  been 
made  from  gold  found  in  ^N'orth  Carolina ;  around  his 
neck,  too,  he  wore  an  iron  chain,  appended  to  some- 
thing at  the  end  which  was  meant  as  an  apology  for  a 
watch,  but  from  the  spider-like  appearance  of  his  spine^ 
I  thought  it  might  be  intended  as  a  preventer  (as  the 
sailors  say),  to  keep  the  extremities  from  separating 
from  the  trunk ;  or,  like  the  men  of  Jersey,  who  with 
an  ox  chain  fasten  the  small,  to  keep  them  from  run- 
ning away  with  the  large  wheels  of  their  wagon.  His 
face  was  pretty  enough,  and  on  the  whole  he  might 
pass  for  a  very  handsome  fellow;  but  in  the  vacant 
stare  of  his  eye,  you  might  easily  perceive  that  Madam 
Kature,  getting  tired  with  laboring  all  day  to  form  a 
handsome  person,  at  last  being  vexed  with  the  job,  had 
rolled  him  from  her  work-bench,  forgetting  to  put 
brains  in  his  head.  Thinking  he  wanted  the  capacity 
to  contemplate  the  beauties  of  nature  aright,  and  there- 
fore must  have  some  other  object  in  view  by  so  early  a 
visit,  I  told  Argus  to  look  out.  In  a  few  minutes  he 
reported  a  hyacinth  flower  broken  off,  and  deposited  in 
the  steeple  crown  of  his  hat.  On  examining  the  spot 
I  found  a  red  Groot  voorst  (probably  so  named  after 
one  of  the  ponderous  beauties  of  Amsterdam)  had  just 
been  cropped  off  by  the  ground.  I  arose  in  anger, 
and  was  just  going  to  upbraid  him,  when  three  decent 
young  lads,  and  their  pretty  young  lasses,  entered  the 
gate.  Thinks  I  to  myself,  I  won't  discompose  them, 
and,  bad  as  he  was,  expose  him  to  the  ridicule  of  the 
ladies  ;  so  I  asked  him  to  step  into  the  store.     Says  I, 
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"  Sir,  you  have  not  paid  for  the  flowers  in  your  hat." 
Says  he,  "  I  intend  to  pay."  "  Then,"  says  I,  "  we're 
agreed  at  once,  for  I  intend  you  shall  pay.  The  price, 
cut  to  order,  is  twenty-five  cents ;  but  as  you  helped 
yourself  without  leave,  I  will  only  charge  Wall  street 
commissions ;  so  you  may  give  me  fifty  cents,  and  be 
off.  Having  got  the  money  in  my  liand^  I  began  to 
deliver  an  extempore  lecture  on  the  baseness  of  such 
conduct,  comparing  it  with  the  ox  in  the  meadow,  who, 
having  not  sense  to  discern  these  beautiful  works  of  the 
Creator,  tramples  them  in  the  mire  with  his  cloven  feet ; 
but,  being  conscience-struc]^,  he  shuffled  himself  out  of 
the  gate,  up  into  Broadway,  as  fast  as  his  long  legs  and 
green  sluffs  could  carry  him. 

P.  S. — Stepping  into  the  green-house  the  other  day, 
I  observed  a  decent-looking  woman  holding  up,  ad- 
miring, and  smiling  at  a  pretty  rose-bud  she  had  just 
plucked  from  a  bush.  As  she  did  not  attempt  conceal- 
ment, I  was  sure  it  was  not  done  in  evil  design,  or  with 
malice  prepense  (as  they  say  at  the  Hall  of  Justice). 
Says  I,  "  Madam,  I  daresay  you  thought  no  harm  when 
you  broke  off  that  rose  ?"  Says  she,  "  I  thought  where 
there  were  so  many  to  pluck  off,  one  would  not  be 
missed."  "  But,"  says  I,  "  ma'am,  had  you  thought 
for  a  moment  that  if  every  lady  who  visits  this  place  was 
to  carry  away  a  rose,  or  break  off  a  branch,  in  a  short 
time  we  should  have  nothing  left  to  look  at  but  bare 
poles  and  brickbats."  She  looked  so,  and  said  she  was 
Borry,  and  I  really  believe  she  was  sorry ;  so  I  cut  a 
slip  or  two  of  geranium,  and  a  sprig  of  myrtle,  to  tie 
to  the  rose,  and  so  made  a  bouquet  complete.  She 
went  home  more  repenting  than  if  I  .had  scolded  as 
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loud  as  Mrs.  Socrates  of  old,  when  she  emptied  the  salt- 
water bath  on  the  bald  head  of  her  husband. 


LIYEEWOKT. 

[From  the  New  York  Commercial  Advertiser,  Vlth  August,  1829.] 

We  cannot  deny  the  use  of  our  columns  to  our 
friend  Grant  Thorbum  for  the  following  characteristic 
letter  in  defence  of  his  favorite  plant.  If  our  "  Sub- 
scriber" who  ridiculed  it  on  Saturday  has  any  music  in 
his  soul,  he  will  laugh  ;  and  if  he  has  any  magnanimity, 
he  will  "give  it  up."  His  closing  allusion  is  very 
good ;  but  we  suspect  Mr.  Thorbm-n  went  to  church  so 
many  times  yesterday,  that  he  had  not  time  to  refer  to 
the  text  of  his  authority.  It  was  not  the  King  of 
Assyria  w^ho  preferred  "the  rivers  of  Damascus"  to 
*'  all  the  waters  of  Israel,"  but  Naaman,  an  officer  of 
the  King  of  Syria. 

"  Zivenoort  agcdn. — I  met  a  grave-digger  the  other 
day,  and  asked  him  how  was  trade.  He  said  it  had 
not  been  so  dull  before  in  the  month  of  August  since 
the  year  1816 — and  were  it  not  that  a  few  young  ladies 
get  every  week  squeezed  to  death  by  their  corsets^  he 
did  not  believe  he  would  make  salt  to  his  hail.^  That 
year  there  were  so  many  black  spots  on  the  sun  that 
the  cucumbers  were  frozen  to  death  in  July,  and  seed 
became  so  scarce  that  the  Yankees  were  obliged  to 
invent  a  machine  whereby  they  made  seed  from  the., 
wood  of  the  whitewood-tree,  and  peddled  it  round  the 
continent  for  the  moderate   price  of  one  dollar  per 

I        I,  _      _  .      ■!      ■  .  ■■  ■  I  •         ' 

*  Scotch  eoup. 
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ounce.  I^ow,  I  am  thinking,  Mr.  Stone,  that  this  same 
subscriber  of  yours  must  be  an  undertaker,  or  grave- 
digger,  whose  business  of  late  has  been  so  much  cur- 
tailed by  the  introduction  of  liverwort  and  mustard- 
seed  (the  character  of  the  latter  is  so  firmly  fixed  he 
dare  not  say  a  word  against  it),  that  having  nothing 
better  to  kill  his  dull  time,  he  sits  down  to  vent  his 
spite  on  the  poor  liverwort.  I  think,  too,  Mr.  Printer, 
he  gives  you  a  pretty  good  knock  on  the  head  in  the 
outset  of  the  letter,  when  he  says,  he  is  provohed  to 
see  you  puffing  up  an  herb  w^hich  has  no  medical 
qualities.  In  all  the  vegetable  kingdom,  a  plant  or 
herb  has  not  yet  been  discovered  that  God  made 
without  possessing  medical  projyerties.  Your  subscriber 
next  comes  down  on  the  poor  sober-sided  Shaking 
Quakers — a  set  of  the  best  mechanics  and  honestest 
fellows  I  ever  met  with — and  were  it  not  that  they 
hold  the  doctrine  of  that  consummate  blockhead,  Mal- 
thus,  I  would  call  them  among  the  best  members  of 
society  too.  He  therefore  almost  commands  you  not  to 
come  out  with  your  white  paper  and  black  'printer'^ s- 
devil  advertisements,  thus  aiding  and  abetting  these 
monstrous  Shakers  to  deceive  the  public.  I  really 
wonder  what  makes  the  man  so  angry.  He  asks  you, 
too,  if  you  have  any  interest  in  the  ajpothecaries''  stores  f 
I  think  I  sell  more  of  that  weed  (without  medical 
properties)  than  any  apothecary  in  town,  and  therefore 
think  he  strikes  me  over  your  tall  head.  But  if  he  is 
really  in  search  of  truth,  and  will  call  at  the  meeting- 
house in  Liberty  street,  I  will  give  him  the  names  of 
some  gentlemen,  probably  of  his  own  acquaintance,  in 
Avhose  renovated  countenances  he  may  read  the  raedi- 
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cal  j)roperties  of  this  herb.  Every  improyement  in 
science  or  mechanics  has  been  met  by  the  opposition 
of  the  ignorant  or  interested.  When  the  bright  eye  of 
Clinton  first  sketched  the  lines  of  a  canal  through  a 
thousand  hills  and  dales,  a  host  of  fellows,  who  could 
not  see  an  inch  before  their  nose,  wrote  volumes  to 
prove  that  he  was  born  blind.  If  this  same  liverwort 
grew  only  on  the  banks  of  the  Ganges,  it  would  be  a 
sovereign  remedy ;  but  as  it  is  to  be  found  in  abun- 
dance on  the  banks  of  the  Hackensack  River,  in  ^ew 
Jersey,  we  are  to  be  told  it  is  the  only  herb  that  ever 
God  Almighty  made  which  has  no  medical  'properties. 
This  thing  will  sound  strange  in  the  hall  of  Princeton 
College.  It  reminds  me  of  the  great  King  of  Assyria, 
who  would  not  believe  the  prophet  when  he  told  him 
to  wash  away  his  leprosy  in  that  clear  running  brook 
close  by — but  he  must  needs  go  to  one  of  the  great 
rivers  in  Damascus  wherein  to  bathe  his  royal  brown 
hide.  To  be  serious,  this  herb  is  doing  much  good 
in  pulmonary  complaints — it  is  a  pity  to  knock  it  in 
the  head  at  once  anonymously. 

''Yours,  &c., 

"  Geant  Thoebtjkn.'^ 


\From  the  New  Torlc  Commercial  Advertiser ^  \hth  Av^ust,  1829.] 

Messrs.  Editors — It  is  provoking  to  read  in  your 
paper,  occasionally,  an  editorial  puff  of  some  herb 
which  has  no  medical  jproperties.  Eighteen  months 
ago  there  was  a  cm'e  (related  by  the  newspapers)  pro- 
duced by  liverwort.    The  article  became  immediately 
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very  common,  and  everybody  who  had  a  liver  com- 
plaint or  affection  of  the  lungs  drank  freely  and  con- 
tinually of  the  decoction,  till  every  one  was  satisfied 
that  the  liverwort  was  an  inert  article.  IS^ow  you  are 
trying  to  get  it  up  into  use  again.  The  leaf  has  three 
lobes,  which  gave  name  to  the  plant,  as  the  liver  has 
three  lobes  likewise :  this  is  the  origin ;  but  many 
suppose  it  derived  its  name  from  its  virtues  in  dis- 
eases of  the  liver.  I  was  knowing  to  the  following 
fact : — A  child  had  the  quinsy  very  bad — so  bad  that 
there  was  danger  of  suffocation.  The  doctor  prescribed 
an  emetic  and  a  blister-jDlaster ;  but  an  old  woman  came 
in,  and  said  that  the  swallow  was  aftected,  and  the  best 
thing  was  a  poultice  made  of  a  swallow's  nest.  This 
took  with  the  father  and  mother,  and  the  doctor's 
medicine  was  laid  aside.  The  nest  procured  consisted 
of  excrement  and  clay,  and  was  applied  for  two  days, 
when  the  child  died.  So  with  the  liverwort.  Have 
you  an  interest  in  the  apothecaries'  stores  which  in- 
duces you  to  recommend  it  so  highly  ?  I  presume  not ; 
therefore  do  not  deceive  the  public  with  the  advertise- 
ment of  the  Shakers,  which  was  got  up  to  j^roduce  a 
sale  of  the  article. 

One  of  our  religious  papers  recommended  and  wrote 
columns,  and  printed  hundreds  of  certificates  of  drunk- 
ards who  were  cm'ed  by  Chambers'  remedy.  A  year 
afterwards  the  same  editor  stated  he  had  been  deceived, 
for  every  one  of  whom  he  had  published  a  cure  were 
still  drunkards.  So  it  is  with  all  these  quackeries.  I 
fear  the  day  will  never  come  when  the  community  will 
not  be  stufied  with  nostrums  got  up  merely  to  make 
money.  A  SoBSCEmEK. 
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EOMAXCE   IN   EEAL   LIFE. 

"  [Fro7}i  tJie  New  Yoi'h  Comrmrcml  Advertiser  of  Septemler  12th,  1833.] 

Having  spent  an  hour  in  company  with  this  young 
lady,  on  the  day  of  her  arrival  in  Isew  York,  and  being 
privy  to  some  of  the  facts,  I  think  they  are  worth  pre- 
serving. 

"  From  Susquehannah's  utmost  springs, 
Where  savage  tribes  pursue  their  game, 
His  blanket  tied  with  yellow  strings, 

A  shepherd  of  the  forest  came." — Freneau. 

On  Sunday  evening  last  we  were  fortuitously  wit- 
nesses of  an  incident  eq^ually  interesting  and  painful. 
Many  people  have  denounced  Shakspeare's  Othello  as 
too  unnatural  for  probability.  It  can  hardly  be  cred- 
ited that  such  a  fair,  beautiful,  and  accomplished 
woman  as  Desdemona  is  represented  to  have  been, 
could  have  deliberately  wedded  such  a  blackamoor  as 
Othello ;  but  if  we  ever  entertained  any  incredulity 
upon  the  subject,  it  has  all  been  dissipated  by  the  oc- 
currence of  which  we  are  to  speak. 

About  two  years  ago,  an  Indian  of  the-  Chippewa 
nation — formerly  said  to  have  been  a  man  of  some  rank 
in  his  tribe,  but  now  a  missionary  of  the  Methodist 
church  among  his  red  brethren — was  sent  to  England 
to  obtain  pecuniary  aid  for  the  Indian  mission  cause  in 
Upper  Canada.  What  was  his  native  cognomen — 
whether  it  was  the  "  Red  Lightning,"  or  tlie  "  Storm 
King,"  or  "  Walk-in-the-AYater," — we  know  not ;  but 
in  plain  English  he  is  known  as  Peter  Jones.     An 
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Indian  is  a  rare  spectacle  in  England.  Poets  and 
romancers  have  alike  invested  the  primitive  gons  of 
the  American  forest  with  noble  and  exalted  character- 
istics, which  are  seldom  discernible  to  the  duller  per- 
ceptions of  plain  matter-of-fact  people ;  and  which 
English  eyes  could  alone  discover  in  the  hero  of  the 
present  story.  But  no  matter  :  Mr.  Peter  Jones  was 
not  only  a  missionary  from  the  wilderness,  and,  as  we 
doubt  not,  a  j^ious  and  useful  man  among  his  own 
people,  but  he  was  a  l)ona  fide  Indian,  and  he  was  of 
course  made  a  lion  of  in  London.  He  was  feasted  by 
the  rich  and  the  great.  Carriages  and  servants  in 
livery  awaited  his  pleasure,  and  bright  eyes  sparkled 
when  he  was  named.  He  was  looked  upon  as  a  great 
chief — a  prince — an  Indian  king ;  and  many  romantic 
young  ladies,  who  had  never  passed  beyond  the  sound 
of  Bow-bells,  dreamed  of  the  charms  of  solitude  amid 
the  great  wilds — "  the  antres  vast  and  deserts  wild"  of 
the  great  West ;  of  the  roaring  of  mighty  cataracts,  and 
the  bounding  of  buffaloes  over  the  illimitable  prairies  ; 
of  noble  chieftains,  leading  armies  of  plumed  and  lofty 
warriors,  dusky  as  the  proud  forms  of  giants  in  twi- 
light; of  forays  and  stag-hunts,  and  bows  and  arrows, 
and  the  wild  notes  of  the  piercing  war-whoop,  in  those 
halcyon  days  when,  unsophisticated  by  contact  with 
the  pale  face, 

"  Wild  in  woods  the  noble  savage  ran ;" 
and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  as  Mathews  would  most  un- 
poetically  have  wound  off  such  a  flourishing  sentence. 
But  it  was  so  : 

"  In  crowds  the  ladies  to  his  levees  ran — 
All  wished  to  gaze  upon  the  tawny  man ; 
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Happy  were  those  who  saw  his  stately  stride — 
Thrice  happy  those  who  tripped  it  at  his  side." 

Among  others  who  perchance  may  have  thought  of 
"  kings  barbaric,  pearls  and  gold,"  was  the  charming 
daughter  of  a  gentleman  of  Lambeth,  of  wealth  and 
respectability.  But  she  thought  not  of  wedding  an 
Indian,  even  though  he  were  a  great  chief,  or  half  a 
king — not  she !  But  Peter  Jones  saw,  or  thought  he 
saw — for  the  Indian  Cupids  are  not  blind — that  the 
young  lady  had  a  susceptible  heart.  Availing  himself, 
therefore,  of  a  ride  with  the  fair  creature,  he  said 
somethino;  to  her  which  she  chose  not  to  understand — 
but  told  it  to  her  mother.  Peter  Jones  sought  other 
opportimities  of  saying  similar  things,  which  the  dam- 
sel could  not  comprehend — before  him — but  she  con- 
tinued to  repeat  them  to  her  mother.  He  sought  an 
interview  with  her;  it  was  refused.  He  repeated  the 
request ;  it  was  still  refused,  but  in  a  less  positive 
manner.  Finally,  an  interview  was  granted  him  with 
the  mother,  and  the  result  was,  that  before  Peter  Jones 
embarked  on  his  return  to  his  native  woods,  it  was 
agreed  that  they  might  breathe  their  thoughts  to  each 
other  on  paper  across  the  great  waters :  thus  was  an- 
other point  gained.  And,  in  the  end,  to  make  a  long 
story  short,  a  meeting  was  agreed  upon,  to  take  place 
the  present  season  in  this  city,  with  a  view  of  mar- 
riage. The  idea  is  very  unpleasant,  with  us,  of  such 
ill-sorted  mixtures  of  colors ;  but  prejudices  against 
red  and  dusky  skins  are  not  so  strong  in  Europe  as 
they  are  here.     They  do  not  believe,  in  England,  that 

"  These  brown  tribes  who  snufF  the  desert  air, 
Are  cousms-german  to  the  wolf  and  bear." 

10* 


226  APPENDIX. 


The  jDroud  Britons,  moreover,  were  red  men  when  con- 
quered by  Julius  Csesar.  What  harm  in  their  becom- 
ing so  again  ?     But  must  we  hasten  our  story. 

On  Tuesday  morning  of  last  week,  a  beautiful  young 
lady,  with  fairy  form — "  grace  in  her  step,  and  heaven 
in  her  eye" — stepped  on  shore  from  the  elegant  packet- 
ship  United  States.  She  was  attended  by  two  clerical 
friends  of  high  respectability,  who,  by-the-way,  were 
no  friends  of  her  romantic  enterprise.  She  waited 
with  impatience  for-  her  princely  lover  to  the  end  of 
the  week,  but  he  came  not.  Still  she  doubted  not  his 
faith,  and,  as  the  result  proved,  she  had  no  need  to 
doubt ;  for  on  Sunday  morning  Peter  Jones  arrived, 
and  presented  himself  at  the  side  of  his  mistress  !  The 
meeting  was  affectionate,  though  becoming.  The  day 
was  spent  by  them  together,  in  the  interchange  of  con- 
versation, thoughts,  and  emotions,  which  we  will  leave 
to  those  better  skilled  in  the  romance  of  love  than  our- 
selves to  imagine. 

Though  a  Chippewa,  Peter  Jones  is  nevertheless  a 
man  of  business,  and  has  a  just  notion  of  the  value  and 
importance  of  time.  He  may  also  have  heard  of  the 
adage,  "  there's  many  a  slip,"  &c. ;  or,  perchance,  of 
the  other,  "  a  bird  in  the  hand,"  &c.  But  no  matter. 
He  took  part,  with  much  propriety,  in  the  religious 
exercises  of  the  John  street  church,  where  he  hap- 
pened to  be  present,  which  services  were  ended  at  nine 
o'clock  by  an  impressive  recitation  of  the  Lord's  Prayer 
in  the  Chippewa  dialect.  Stepping  into  the  house  of  a 
friend  near  by,  we  remarked  an  unusual  ingathering  of 
clergymen,  and  divers  ladies  and  gentlemen.  We  asked 
a  reverend  friend  if  there  was  to  be  another  religious 
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meeting  ?  "  l^o,"  jie  replied  ;  "  but  a  wedding !"  "  A 
wedding  I"  we  exclaimed  with  surprise.  "  Pi^ay,  who 
are  the  happy  couple?"  "Peter  Jones,  the  Indian 
missionary,"  he  replied,  "  and  a  sweet  gui  from  Eng- 
land !" 

It  was  then  evident  to  our  previously  unsuspecting 
eyes,  that  an  unwonted  degree  of  anxious  and  curious 
interest  pervaded  the  countenances  of  the  assembling 
group.  In  a  short  time,  chairs  were  placed  in  a  sus- 
picious position  at  the  head  of  the  drawing-room,  their 
backs  to  the  pier-table.  A  movement  was  next  per- 
ceptible at  the  door,  which  instantly  drew  all  eyes  to 
the  spot,  and  who  should  enter  but  the  same  tall 
Indian,  whom  we  had  so  recently  seen  in  the  pulpit, 
bearing  upon  his  arm  the  light,  fragile,  and  delicate 
form  of  the  young  lady  before  mentioned — her  eye 
dropping  modestly  upon  the  carjDet,  and  her  face  fair 
as  the  lily.  Thereupon  up  rose  a  distinguished  clergy- 
man, and  the  parties  were  addressed  upon  the  subject 
of  the  divine  institution  of  marriage;  its  propriety, 
convenience,  and  necessity,  to  the  welfare  of  society 
and  human  happiness.  This  brief  and  pertinent  ad- 
dress being  ended,  the  reverend  gentleman  stated  the 
purpose  for  which  the  couple  had  presented  themselves, 
and  demanded  if  any  person  or  persons  present  could 
show  cause  why  the  proposed  union  should  not  take 
place.  If  so,  they  were  requested  to  make  their  objec- 
tions then,  or  forever  after  hold  their  peace.  A  solemn 
pause  ensued,  l^othing  could  be  heard  but  a  few 
smothered  sighs.  There  they  stood,  objects  of  deep 
and  universal  interest — we  may  add,  of  commiseration. 
Our  emotions  were  tumultuous  and  painful.    A  stronger 
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contrast  was  never  seen.  She,  all  in  .white,  and  adorned 
w^th  the  sweetest  simplicity ;  her  face  as  white  as  the 
gloves  and  dress  she  wore,  rendering  her  ebon  tresses, 
placed  a  la  Madonna  on  her  fair  forehead,  still  darker; 
he,  in  rather  common  attire,  a  tall,  dark,  high-boned, 
muscular  Indian  :  she,  a  little,  delicate  European  lady ; 
he,  a  hardy,  iron-framed  son  of  the  forest :  she,  accus-_ 
tomed  to  every  luxury  and  indulgence,  well  educated, 
accomplished,  and  well-beloved  at  home,  possessing  a 
handsome  income,  leaving  her  comforts,  the  charms  of 
civilized  and  cultivated  society,  and  sacrificing  them  all 
for  the  cause  she  had  espoused — ^here  she  stood,  about 
to  make  a  self-immolation ;  and,  far  away  from  country 
and  kindred,  and  all  the  endearments  of  a  fond  father's 
house,  resign  herself  into  the  arms  of  a  man  of  the 
w^oods,  who  could  not  appreciate  the  sacrifice !  A 
sweeter  bride  we  never  saw.  AYe  almost  grew  wild ! 
"We  thought  of  Othello — of  Hyperion  and  the  satyr,  or 
the  bright-eyed  Hindoo  and  the  funeral  pile !  She 
looked  like  a  drooping  flower  by  the  side  of  a  rugged 
hemlock!  We  longed  to  interpose  and  rescue  her; 
but  it  was  none  of  our  Ipusiness.  She  was  in  that  situ- 
ation by  choice,  and  she  was  among  her  friends.  The 
ceremonies  went  on :  she  promised  to  "  love,  honor, 
and  obey"  the  Chippewa;  and,  all  tremulous  as  she 
stood,  we  heard  the. Indian  and  herself  pronounced 
man  and  wife  !  It  was  the  first  time  we  ^er  heard  the 
•words  "man  and  wife"  sound  hatefully.  All,  however, 
knelt  down,  and  united  with  the  clergyman  in  prayers 
for  a  blessing  on  her^  that  she  might  be  sustained  in 
her  undertaking,  and  have  health  and  strength  to 
endure  her  destined  hardships  and  privations.     The 
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room  resounded  ^ith  the  deep-toned,  heartfelt,  and 
tearful  response — Amen !  The  audience  then  rose,  and 
after  attempting,  with  moistened  eyes,  to  extend  their 
congratulations  to  the  "  happy  pair,"  slowly  and  pen- 
sively retired.  The  sweet  creature  is  now  on  her  way 
to  the  v/ilds  of  Upper  Canada — the  Indian's  bride  ! 

Such  is  the  history  of  a  case  of  manifest  and  pal- 
pable delusion.  Peter  Jones  cannot  say,  with  Othello, 
that  "  she  loved  him  for  the  dangers  he  had  passed." 
The  young  lady  was  not  blinded  by  the  trappings  of 
military  costume,  or  the  glare  of  martial  glory.  But 
she  is  a  very  pious  girl,  whose  whole  heart  and  soul 
have  been  devoted  to  the  cause  of  heathen  missions ; 
and  she  has  thus  thrown  herself  into  the  cause,  and  re- 
solved to  love  the  Indian  for  the  work  in  vvhich  he  is 
engaged.  For  our  own  j)art,  we  must  say,  that  we 
wish  he  had  never  crossed  the  Is'iagara.  But  the  die  is 
cast,    and    the    late   comely   and    accomplished   Miss 

F ,  of  London,  is  now  the  wdfe  of  Mr.  Peter  Jones, 

of  the  Chippewas  ;  but  that  she  is  deluded,  and  knows 
nothing  of  the  life  she  is  to  encounter,  there  can  be  no 
doubt.  As  evidence  of  this,  she  has  brought  out  the 
furniture  for  an  elegant  household  establishment :  rich 
China  vases  for  an  Indian  lodge,  and  Turkey  carpets 
to  spread  on  the  morasses  of  the  Canadian  forests ! 
Instead  of  a  mansion  she  will  find  a  wigwam,  and 
the  manufacture  of  brooms  and  baskets  instead  of 
embroidery. 

In  justice  to  the  spectators  of  the  scene,  however,  it 
is  proper  to  state,  that  a  few  of  her'  real  friends  in  this 
city — those  into  whose  immediate  society  she  was  cast — 
labored  diligently  to  open  her  eyes  to  the  real  state  of 
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the  case,  and  the  life  of  hardship  and  trial  which  she  is 
inevitably  destined  to  lead.  Poor  girl !  We  wish  she 
was  by  her  father's  ingle  in  Lambeth,  and  Peter  Jones 
preaching  to  the  Chippewas,  with  the  prettiest  squaw 
among  them  for  his  wife ! 


HINTS   TO   JSIAERIED   MEN   AND   BACHELORS. 

Having  seen  the  building  of  almost  every  house  in 
this  great  meti^opolis,  I  think  I  must  have  been  dull, 
indeed,  not  to  have  learned  something  of  the  men  and 
their  manners  for  the  last  half  century.  I  think,  also, 
it  is  the  duty  of  every  man,  woman,  and  bachelor,  who 
know  any  thing  whereby  they  may  benefit  their  neigh- 
bors, to  tell  it. 

A  young  attorney  among  my  friends,  in  copying  an 
instrument,  began,  "  Know  07ie  ico'incm  by  these  pres- 
ents," &c.  His  partner,  in  passing,  glanced  at  the 
apparent  mistake.  "  Stop,  sir,  you  should  say,  '  know 
all  men.' "  "  Oh,  never  mind,"  replied  the  junior ; 
"  if  one  woman  knows,  all  men  will  soon  know."  So, 
as  I  speak  to  one  woman,  I  hope  all  men  who  hear 
may  attend. 

Life  and  health  being  continued,  I  purpose  to  send 
forth,  in  the  Home  Journal,  a  weekly  bulletin  on  the 
domestic  economy  of  kitchen,  parlor,  store,  and  house- 
keeping, being  the  results  of  fifty-four  years'  experience 
in  that  department. 

As  I  sat  in  my  tent-door  on  Washington's  birthday, 
I  thought  of  the  four  celebrations  I  had  witnessed  while 
he  lived  in  our  midst.     With  the  pleasures  of  memory, 
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I  retraced  the  years  of  twenty-two  to  twenty-five,  and 
thought  to  myself  that  if  I  were  to  live  my  life  over 
again,  I  would  just  manage  my  treaty  of  peace,  amity, 
and  concord,  with  the  lassies,  after  the  same  mode  and 
form  which  I  pursued  fifty-five  years  ago.  Therefore, 
my  young  friends,  I  will  just  describe  the  process,  and 
say  unto  you.  Go  and  do  likewise.  "When  I  emerged 
from  the  cottage  wherein  I  first  drew  breath  (in  Scot- 
land), I  looked  on  the  daughters  of  men,  and  saw  that 
they  were  fair.  I  resolved  that  as  soon  as  I  could  earn 
one  shilling  sterling  per  day  I  would  enter  on  a  life  co- 
partnership with  one  of  these  native  beauties.  What 
God  makes  beautiful,  it  is  for  man  to  admire ;  and 
perceiving  by  statistical  tables,  that  God  sent  annually 
into  the  world  an  equal  proj)ortion  of  men  and  women, 
I  therefore  thought  it  must  be  His  law,  that  every  man 
should  have  his  mate  at  once,  leaving  future  provision 
and  consequences  to  Him  who  hangs  creation  on  his 
arm,  and  feeds  her  at  his  board.  It  is  fifty-four  years 
since  I  ratified  that  treaty  of  peace,  amity,  and  equal 
rights,  and  never  for  one  moment  did  I  regret  the  con- 
tract ;  nor  did  I  ever  lack  a  loaf  in  the  pantry,  or  a 
dollar  in  my  purse.  If  God  sent  another  mouth,  he 
always  sent  food  to  fill  it.  With  regard  to  courtship, 
it  is  the  easiest  thing  in  the  world.  Love  is  the  lan- 
guage of  nature.  The  veriest  fool,  if  he  can't  pro- 
nounce, can  speak  it  with  his  eyes,  and  women  are 
nice  interpreters.  When  fii'st  thinking  of  these  afiairs, 
I  resolved  in  my  own  mind  never  to  spend  an  hour  in 
private  conversation  with  any  young  woman  till  I  had 
determined  on  taking  to  myself  a  wife ;  and  also, 
never  to  spend  an  hour  with  any  woman  except  she 
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was  the  one  whom,  above  all  others  in  the  world,  I 
wished  to  malce  my  wife.  On  this  principle  I  prac- 
tised and  prosj)ered.  There  is  nothing  to  be  gained  by 
hanging  around  a  sensible  woman  for  months,  repeat- 
ing opera  gossip  or  play-house  nonsense.  You  mistake 
the  sex  if  you  hope  to  win  their  favor  by  this  means. 
While  you  think  they  are  smiling  at  your  small  wit, 
they  are  only  laughing  at  your  great  folly.  I  have 
sojourned  with  ladies  who  had  more  sense  in  their  little 
finger,  than  you  could  squeeze  from  a  dozen  of  such 
heads  as  you  may  see  daily  leaning  on  the  door-posts 
and  lintels  of  the  Astor  for  support. 

If  you  wish  to  gain  the  affections  of  a  virtuous 
woman,  you  must  speak  to  her  the  words  of  truth  and 
soberness.  If  you  wish  to  make  her  your  wife,  tell  her 
so ;  if  you  don't,  you  have  no  business  in  her  company.. 
Ladies  often  suffer  martyrdom  when,  from  politeness 
and  pity,  they  are  compelled  to  sit  for  hours,  hearing 
(not  listening  to)  the  small  talk  of  some  biped  whom 
Madam  Nature  had  been  toiling  on  all  day  to  form  his 
handsome  person,  but,  having  tired  of  the  job  by  sun- 
down, had  rolled  him  from  her  workbench,  forgetting 
to  put  brains  in  his  head.  As  I  said  before,  Mr.  Bach- 
elor, if  you  don't  want  that  lady  to  become  your  wife, 
you  have  no  business  in  her  company.  You,  perhaps, 
keep  at  a  distance  a  worthy,  modest,  but  bashful  young 
man,  who  would  gladly  give  a  dollar  per  minute,  for 
the  next  half  hour,  could  he  only  occuj)y  the  place  on 
the  sofa  which  you  now  fill  with  your  useless  identity. 
If  you  wish  that  lady  to  become  your  partner  for  life, 
tell  her  so,  like  a  man  of  sense.  She  don't  want  a 
monkey  without  nerve,  muscle,  sinew,  or  brain  in  his 
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frame,  and  whose  most  prominent  point  of  distinction 
is  a  wild-goat's  beard,  projecting  from  the  nether  circle 
of  his  under  lip  ;  she  wants  a  strong  arm  to  lean  on 
for  support  and  protection  ;  she  needs  a  man  of  mind, 
who  will  lead,  guide,  cherish,  and  protect  her  on  their 
life-journey,  till  the  end. 

I  need  not  say  what  the  woman  should  be ;  for,  as  I 
think,  she  is  the  most  perfect  subject  in  all  creation's 
work,  in  all  creation's  plan ;  as  Burns  speaks  of  JS^a-, 

ture; 

"  Her  'prentice  hand  she  tried  on  man, 

And  then  she  made  the  lassies,  O !" 

Having  just  learned  that  Mary  and  you*  are  agreed 
on  the  preliminaries  of  a  matrimonial  treaty,  I  will 
only  remark,  in  conclusion,  and  by  way  of  encourage- 
ment, that  if  you  behave  to  your  partner  like  a  man  of 
sense,  while  you  walk  together  by  the  way,  the  honey- 
moon will  never  wane,  but  shine  brighter  and  brighter, 
till  you  put  up  at  the  last  inn  by  the  wayside — the 
grave. 


Mr.  Makkied-Man  : — Having- heard  of  your  marriage, 
I  send  you,  with  my  congratulations,  a  few  hints,  which, 
if  followed,  will  keep  the  chain  of  matrimonial  felicity 
ever  bright  and  burnished.  Devote  your  leisure  hours 
to  the  company  of  your  wife ;  leave  politics  to  politi- 
cians ;  they  will  make  as  many  Presidents,  at  one 
sitting,  as  will  serve  you  for  a  lifetime.  If  your  circum- 
stances are  easy,  and  you  are  fond  of  out-door  amuse- 
ment, let  your  wife  be  your  constant  companion.  It  is 
unkind,  unmanly,  and  impolite  to  leave  her  pining 
alone  at  home,  while  you  are  abroad  enjoying  yourself. 
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To  liim  whose  lot  it  is  to  earn  his  bread  by  the  sweat 
of  his  brow,  I  would  say,  when  the  labor  of  the  day  is 
done,  spend  the  evening  at  home  with  your  wife ;  or, 
if  no  cares  prevent,  walk  together  in  one  of  the  beauti- 
ful parks,  or  accompany  your  wife  to  a  public  lecture. 
Thus  will  you  learn  something,  and  make  the  evening 
seem  short.  If  your  wife  is  engaged  in  repairing  your 
garments  or  in  smoothing  your  linen,  then  sit  by  the 
table,  and  read  to  her  the  news  of  the  day.  If  the 
children  are  to  be  cared  for,  stay  at  home  and  do  your 
part.  If  one  is  fretful,  take  it  on  your  knee,  and  sing 
to  it ;  if  the  other  stirs  in  the  cradle,  put  your  foot  on 
the  rocker.  'This  will  lighten  the  cares  of  your  part- 
ner, and  cause  a  smile  upon  the  face  of  her  whom 
you  so  fondly  admire.  I  speak  from  fifty-four  years  of 
experience. 

I  have  a  word  to  say  to  you  young  men  of  moderate 
circumstances.  You  expect  to,  and  no  doubt  many 
will,  become  merchant  princes  of  the  next  generation. 
I  advise  you  to  take  a  wife,  as  the  first  and  best  step  in 
commencing  business.  If  yom'S  is  a  retail  business, 
have  your  dwelling  under  the  same  roof,  if  possible ; 
and  if  there  is  a  room  at  the  back  of  the  store,  so  much 
the  better.  Have  the  door  which  opens  into  the  store 
made  of  glass,  so  that  when  you  are  out  on  business, 
your  wife  can  sit  and  sew  by  said  window,  and  see 
what  is  going  on  in  the  store  at  the  same  time.  I^ever 
leave  your  store  except  on  business  which  no  one  but 
yourself  can  perform.  Horse,  foot,  and  poney  races, 
fishing,  fowling,  and  sailing,  will  never  pay  your  rent ; 
and  while  you  are  hooking  fish  from  the  river,  the  boy 
in  the  store  is  hooking  money  from  the  till.     Besides, 
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EJiQuld  you  meet  with  an  accident,  wliicli  often  occurs 
on  these  occasions,  your  first  exclamation  would  be, 
"  What  business  had  I  there  ?" 

As  j)i'ofit,  pleasure,  and  small  capital  never  long 
agree,  our  fish-catching  merchant,  in  a  few  months, 
shuts  up  two  hours  earlier  than  usual.  Says  Dick, 
"What's  the  matter?"  "Hush!"  says  Tom;  "the 
sheriif  is  taking  an  inventory."  He  now  discovers, 
when  too  late,  that  the  cheapest  fish  are  caught  in  Ful- 
ton Market  with  a  silver  hook. 

When  you  are  out  on  business,  hurry  home  as  fast 
as  possible.  I  lost  thirty  dollars  one  day,  about  fifty 
years  ago,  by  standing  five  minutes  in  the  street,  re- 
hearsing the  items  of  Bonaparte  and  his  battle  of 
Wagram.  When  I  came  home,  I  said,  "  Good  wife, 
has  any  one  inquired  for  me?"  "Mr.  Brown,"  she 
said,  "  called  to  pay  his  bill.  Some  explanation  is 
wanted,  and  he  says  he  will  call  at  two  o'clock  this 
afternoon."  He  started  for  Canada  that  night,  and  I 
never  saw  him  more.  I  wished  Xapoleon  and  Wagram 
in  Hackensack  swamp. 

Again  :  As  you  are  only  beginning  the  world,  abstain 
from  purchasing  costly  furniture,  and  fiy,  as  you  would 
from  the  plague,  all  temptations  to  purchase  plate. 
Perhaps  your  wife  will  attend  a  tea-water  party  at  the 
house  of  a  lady  friend,  whose  husband  is  an  old-estab- 
lished merchant.  On  the  table  is  a  silver  tea-pot,  a 
silver  milk-pot,  sugar-bowl,  and  tongs.  At  nine  o'clock 
you  accompany  your  wife  home.  (This  little  incident 
occurred  about  fifty  years  ago,  when  we  had  no  Italian 
fiddlers,  rope-dancers,  men  and  women  singers,  live 
elephants,  and  monkeys,  to  keep  people  out  of  bed  all 
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night.)  On  the  way  home,  your  wife  looks  sad,  and 
never  oj)ens  her  mouth.  Arrived  at  home,  she  takes 
her  stand  before  the  looking-glass  while  untying  her 
hat.  Her  late  pretty  face  is  now  as  long  as  a  May-pole. 
You  are  distressed  on  her  account.  In  the  most  sooth- 
ing manner  possible,  you  inquire  what  is  the  matter 
with  your  dear.  For  a  minute  or  so  she  will  not  speak, 
and,  j)erhaps,  begins  to  cry.  Xow  be  cool ;  take  it 
easy,  and  acquit  yourself  like  a  man.  These  tears  are 
the  grape-shot  which  the  ladies  always  carry  in  the 
magazines  of  their  sparkling  eyes,  with  which  they 
mow  down  their  opponents  as  fast  as  did  the  Invincibles 
of  Bonaparte  on  the  plains  of  Austerlitz.  "We  have 
whole-hog,  half-alligator,  and  half-horse  men  in  Tennes- 
see and  Kentucky,  who  will  stand  before  Colt's  six- 
barrel  revolvers,  without  flinching ;  but  there  are  not 
ten  men  between  Plymouth  Hock  and  the  shores  of 
the  Pacific  who  can  stand  the  shot  from  a  woman's 
eye. 

As  I  hinted  above,  keep  cool ;  move  your  chair  closer 
to  hers ;  cover  your  face  and  cry  a  little,  by  way  of 
sympathy.  As  soon  as  she  hears  you  sigh,  her  tender 
heart  will  relent,  and  become  your  comforter.  !Kow 
you  will  hear  that  this  muGh  ado  ahout  notliing  was 
only  a  storm  in  a  tea-pot — this  hateful  tea-pot,  this 
sugar-bowl,  and  this  milk-pot.  "  I  am  sure,  Mr.  Snod- 
grass,  you  can  afibrd  me  a  silver  tea-pot  as  well  as  Mr. 
So-and-so  can  his  wife."  N^ow  another  crystal  drop  is 
rolling  from  her  pretty  eyes  ;  but  don't  look  ;  you  will 
be  shot.  For  her  sake,  for  your  own  sake,  and  for  the 
sake  of  the  next  generation,  don't  give  up  the  ship. 
Draw  closer  your  chair ;  commence  a  mild  and  sooth- 
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ing  speech,  sprinkled  with  some  of  the  elegant  senti- 
ments and  metaphors  with  which  you  were  wont  to 
address  yom*  lady-love  before  marriage.  Commence 
the  exordimn  somewhat  after  this  fashion  : — "  You 
know,  my  dear,  that  Mr.  So-and-so  has  been  long 
established  in  a  sure  and  profitable  business ;  has  made 
a  fortune,  and  is  now  on  the  point  of  retiring ;  whereas 
we  are  only  beginning  with  a  small  capital.  I  can't 
conduct  my  business  without  borrowing  money  from 
the  bank.  When  I  borrow  one  hundred  dollars  from 
the  bank,  I  pay  seven  dollars  a  year  as  interest.  Were 
we  to  get  a  silver  tea-pot,  sugar-bowl,  milk-pot,  and 
tongs,  they  would  cost  over  three  hundred  dollars.  The 
interest  on  this  sum  is  twenty-one  dollars  a  year.  This 
would  buy  you  a  good  winter  and  a  good  summer  hat ; 
and  I  would  much  rather  look  on  your  lovely  face, 
under  a  pretty  hat,  than  to  see  you  pouring  tea  from  a 
silver  tea-j)ot,  to  wet  the  mouths  of  some  one  w^ho  might 
go  home  and  laugh  at  what  they  would  call  our  extrav- 
agances." If  she  has  the  right  feelings  within  her,  she 
will  wipe  her  weeping  eyes,  and,  wdth  a  smile,  acknowl- 
edge the  justness  of  your  speech.  It  is  thus  that  a  woman 
should  be  led ;  she  was  never  made  to  be  driven. 


"We  left  the  happy  pair  complacently  smiling  on 
each  other  as  the  storm  in  a  tea-pot  began  to  subside. 
In  fact,  there  had  been  no  storm ;  there  was  only  a 
small  dark  spot  on  the  matrimonial  horizon,  about  as 
large  as  a  man's  hand,  such  as  the  servant  of  Elijah 
the  Prophet  espied  from  the  top  of  Mount  Carmel. 
She  smiled,  seeing  she  had  a  companion  who  would 
pity  her  w^eakness,  bear  with  her  infirmities  and  inex- 
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perience,  be  a  light  to  her  feet,  and  a  lamp  in  her  path. 
He  smiled  when  he  looked  on  the  beautiful,  delicate, 
laughing  little  mortal  whom  heaven  had  given  him, 
and  he  vowed  in  his  heart  that  he  would  nourish  and 
cherish  her  all  the  days  of  his  life. 

In  process  of  time,  two  small  children  were  climbing 
upon  the  sofa,  and  sitting  around  the  table — one  a  boy, 
two  years  old  ;  the  other  a  girl,  twenty  months  younger. 
We  were  literally  next-door  neighbors,  and  on  such 
sociable  terms,  the  knocker  on  the  door  was  never  used 
on  entering  either  dwelling.  Our  wives,  too,  being 
women  of  like  passions,  were  knit  together  in  bonds 
of  sisterly  love. 

I  stepped  into  my  neighbor's  house  at  three  o'clock 
in  the  afternoon.  At  a  considerable  distance  from  the 
fire,  at  the  southwest  side  of  the  table,  sat  Mrs.  Snod- 
grass,  with  her  little  girl  on  her  lap  ;  on  the  northeast 
side  of  the  table  sat  Mr.  S.,  feeding  the  little  boy.  I 
said,  "  Neighbors,  you  look  like  a  family  party.  The 
storm  in  the  tea-pot  has  blown  over !"  We  had  a  hearty 
laugh  about  the  old  tea-pot.  Their  circumstances  were 
prosperous  and  thriving.  They  saw  their  children's 
children,  and  at  last  were  gathered  to  their  fathers,  like 
a  shock  of  corn  fully  rij^e.  lie  died  first,  and  two 
years  thereafter  she  was  laid  by  his  side.  They  sleep 
in  St.  Paul's  church-yard. 

Another  cotemporary  was  Cornelius  Snyder,  a  rich 
and  prosperous  merchant,  who  always  felt  poor.  When 
the  profits  and  loss  of  the  last  voyage  were  balanced, 
he  always  looked  miserable  if  he  had  not  made  over 
five  thousand  dollars  clear  profit  when  he  had  confi- 
dently expected  ten  thousand.    The  days  which  he 
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should  have  been  enjoying  with  the  wife  of  his  yonth, 
were  spent  over  the  day-book  and  ledger.  He  thus 
passed  the  years  of  discretion  (in  fact,  he  never  had 
any  discretion,  or  he  would  have  sooner  ordered  that 
"  pearl  of  great  price"  in  the  merchant's  invoice — a 
pretty  little  wife).  But  hereby  hangs  a  tale  which,  in 
spite  of  discretion,  I  must  relate,  by  way  of  digression ; 
and  I  fear  the  whole  chaj)ter  will  be  nothing  more  than 
a  string  of  abstract,  incoherent,  and  unconnected  ideas, 
which  come  floating  on  the  brain  as  the  smoke  rises 
curling  from  my  pipe.  The  brightest  of  repartee  and 
the  flattest  of  nonsense  alike  provoke  a  hearty  laugh ; 
and  as  I  write  to  make  the  lassies  laugh,  they  will  not 
too  critically  scrutinize  the  incongruities  contained  in 
the  tales  of  their  grandfather. 

I  lived  in  Yirginia  during  the  winter  of  1848.  At 
an  evening  party  in  Eichmond,  there  were  twelve 
mothers,  twelve  daughters,  and  a  tolerable  sprinkling 
of  fathers,  sons,  widows,  and  widowers  present,  with 
Laurie  Todd  in  their  midst ;  and  you  may  be  sure  we 
had  some  fun.  Conversing  with  an  ancient  lady,  she 
remarked  that  her  grandfather  came  from  Scotland 
when  young,  and  settled  in  Yirginia.  He  became  a 
merchant  and  planter,  and  grew  rich.  His  agent  in 
Glasgow  was  Alexander  McAlpin,  to  whom  he  con- 
signed two  or  three  cargoes  of  tobacco  every  year,  and 
received  in  return  cash,  dry  goods,  hardware,  etc.  He 
had  flocks  and  herds,  men-servants  and  maid-servants, 
horses  and  mules ;  but  one  thing  he  yet  lacked — he 
had  no  pretty  wife  to  sing  with  him  when  he  came 
home  at  night,  fatigued  with  counting  money,  and 
satiated  with  worldly  pelf,  for  he  had  more  of  that  than 
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heart  could  wish.  So,  after  a  while,  he  concluded  to 
take  a  wife — as  soon  as  he  could  catch  one.  But  here 
was  the  rub.  His  time  was  so  occupied  with  his  busi- 
ness that  he  could  not  find  time  to  look  about  him  for 
a. wife;  and,  worse  than  all,  he  was  a  bashful  man. 
When  he  saw  a  maiden  of  twenty  advancing  in  his 
path,  he  would  cross  the  street,  fearful  of  being  killed 
by  a  shot  from  her  sparkling  eyes.  But  a  remedy  was 
at  hand,  however.  He  had  often  heard  his  parents 
speak  much*  in  praise  of  the  bonny  lassies  who  play 
among  the  heather  on  the  hill-tops  in  Scotland.  A 
bright  idea  struck  him.  When  he  was  leaving  the 
ofiice,  his  clerk  was  copying  a  duplicate  order  for  sun- 
dries to  be  sent  as  part  of  the  return  cargo.  He 
thought  to  himself  that  he  would  order  a  young  lassie 
for  a  wife,  as  the  last  item  on  the  list.  The  article  was 
ordered  accordingly.  At  the  same  time  he  wrote  a 
private  letter  of  instructions  to  his  agent,  Mr.  McAlpin, 
giving  a  minute  description  of  the  article  wanted,  as 
to  age,  height,  health,  etc.  In  short,  she  must  be  a 
bonnv  Scotch  lassie ;  to  be  sent  on  the  return  of  his 
own  shi]);  her  name  to  be  on  the  manifest,  bill  of 
lading,  etc.  He  promised,  on  arriving,  to  have  her 
stored  in  the  house  of  a  respectable  widow  whom  he 
named,  and,  if  agreeable  to  the  parties  concerned,  he 
would  make  her  his  wife  in  thirty  days  after  her  ar- 
rival. If  not,  and  she  wished  to  return,  he  would  pay 
expenses,  loss  of  time,  etc. 

When  Sandy  McAlpin  had  finished  reading  the  let- 
ter of  instructions,  he  slowly  removed  his  spectacles, 
muttered  to  himself,  "  The  lad  (his  correspondent,  who 
was  thirty  years  old)  is  daft;  he  tells  me  to  send  him 
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a  wife,  as  if  she  was  a  barrel  o'  saH  herrings ;  giode 
hens  i\iQfasli  (trouble)  I  was  at  to  get  a  wife  for  myseP. 
I'll  see  what  the  gude  wife  says"  (a  bright  idea). 

JSText  day  Mrs.  McAlpin  sat  in  council  with  Mrs.  A. 
and  B.  Invitations  w^ere  sent  to  ten  matrons,  w^hose 
daughters  were  in  and  out  of  their  teens,  to  assemble 
at  Mrs.  McAlpin's  tea-board.  Each  matron  was  re- 
quested to  bring  with  her  a  daughter  who  was  not 
"  o'er  young  to  marry  yet."  All  being  present  an  hour 
before  tea,  Mr.  McAlpin  read  the  letter,  and  made  an. 
explanation.  They  then  sat  down  to  tea.  After  tea 
each  lass  gave  in  her  ultimatum,  when  it  was  found 
that  only  three  were  willing  to  accept  the  offer.  Tliese 
three  agreed  to  draw  lots  to  decide  the  preference. 
Mary  Robinson  drew  the  longest  straw,  and  was  hailed 
as  the  bonny  bride. 

In  ten  days  thereafter  they  set  sail  for  America. 
They  entered  Chesapeake  Bay  after  a  voyage  of  twelve 
weeks,  and  in  two  days  more  they  were  in  James 
River.  When  Mr.  Crawford,  our  hero,  heard  of  the 
arrival  of  the  ship,  he,  with  four  servants,  repaired  to 
the  wharf.  Mary  was  standing  on  the  quarter-deck, 
admiring  I^ature's  wildest,  grandeur.  She  had  recov- 
ered from  her  sea-sickness  when  four  days  out.  The 
healthful  breezes  of  the  broad  Atlantic  had  imprinted 
on  her  pretty  face  a  beautiful  freshness.  There  she 
stood,  her  cheek  tinged  with  the  roses  of  Sharon,  and 
her  bonny  brow  wliite  as  the  lily  of  the  valley.  Craw- 
ford sprang  on  deck,  and  was  introduced  by  the  cap- 
tain. He  looked  on  Mary  with  love  and  admiration ; 
her  soft  hand  lay  in  his  ;  he  was  shot ! 

They  all  descended  from  the  ship,  and  repaired  to 
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the  raausion  of  the  widow  aforesaid.  On  the  thirtieth 
day  of  probation  tlie  lovers  were  united  in  the  holy 
bonds  of  wedlock.  In  conclusion,  the  sprightly,  though 
venerable  widow,  remarked,  that  a  happier  couple  were 
never  linked  together. 


"We  return  to  friend  Snvder.  His  father  came  from 
Hesse,  being  one  of  those  mercenaries  whom  George 
the  Third  sent  forth  to  extin2:uish  the  flames  of  libertv, 
which  threatened  to  burn  up  every  hut,  tree,  and  shrub 
in  this  country.  After  having  dodged  the  grape-shot 
and  musket-balls  of  the  Yankees,  he  gave  the  British 
army  the  slip  when  about  to  embark,  set  up  a  small 
tavern,  denominated  a  grog-shop  in  these  days,  mar- 
ried a  Yankee  lass,  became  rich,  died,  and  was  buried, 
leaving  one  son  and  two  daughters  to  divide  the 
spoils. 

But,  before  we  commence  with  the  son,  perhaps  it 
will  be  better  to  finish  the  remark  about  Pocahontas,  with 
whom  we  parted  on  the  banks  of  the  James  Biver.  I 
think  it  was  in  November  that  I  traced  the  Chesapeake 
Bay,  and  sailed  on  the  James  Biver.  Every  foot  of  that 
country  is  rich  in  historical  fame,  or  sacred  to  Bevolu- 
tionary  tradition.  There  stood  Yorktown ;  there  stood 
the  American,  French,  and  English  redoubts ;  and 
there  stood  Lord  Cornwallis  when  he  surrendered  his 
sword  to  Washington.  (George  the  Third  made  Lord 
Cornwallis,  but  no  power,  save  the  hand  of  Omnipo- 
tence, could  form  a  Washington.)  There,  also,  stood 
the  wigwam  of  Pocahontas.  Near  by  is  a  large  round 
stone,  scooped  out  so  as  to  hold  about  a  gallon  of 
water,  in  which  Pocahontas  used  to  lave  her  face  and 


ATTEHBIX,  24 


Q 


wrin£j  lier  ilo\vinf>:  tresses.  There  is  the  cleft  of  the 
rock  under  which  she  disrobed,  when  bathing  her 
slender  limbs  in  the  still  waters  of  Janies  Hiver.  She 
was  a  queen  of  nature's  own  making.  The  name  of  her 
father  was  Powhattan,  a  celebrated  Indian  warrior. 
She  was  bom  in  the  year  1595.  She  discovered  the 
warmest  friendship  for  the  English  when  she  was  only 
ten  years  old,  and  was  afterwards  useful  to  the  first 
settlers.  A  remarkable  instance  of  this  attachment 
was  displayed  in  1607,  when  Captain  John  Smith  was 
taken  prisoner.  He  was  brought  before  her  father, 
that  he  might  put  him  to  death.  As  the  savage  lifted 
his  club  to  dash  out  his  brains,  Pocahontas  threw  her- 
self upon  Smith's  body,  and  prevailed  on  her  father  to 
spare  his  life.  Captain  Smith  was  permitted  to  return 
to  Jamestown,  from  whence  he  sent  presents  to  Pow- 
hattan and  his  lovely  daughter. 

From  this  time  Pocahontas  frequently  visited  the 
settlements  of  the  whites,  to  whom  she  furnished  pro- 
visions at  times  when  they  were  much  needed.  In 
1609  Powhattan  invited  Smith  to  pay  him  a  visit, 
promising  him  a  supply  of  provisions,  but  designing 
to  destroy  both  him  and  all  his  people.  Pocahontas 
becoming  informed  of  the  plot,  ventured  through  the 
forest  at  midnight  to  disclose  it  to  Smith.  For  three 
or  fbm'  years  she  continued  to  assist  these  settlers  in 
their  distresses,  and  to  save  them  from  the  effects  of  her 
father's  animosity.  During  this  period,  Smith  had  been 
driven,  by  faction,  to  England,  and  the  rapacity  of  his 
successors  plunged  the  settlement  into  an  Indian  war. 
An  attack  was  made  on  one  of  the  forts  by  the  Indians, 
under  Powhattan,  when  the  commander  and  thirty  men 


244  •  APPENDIX. 


were  slaughtered,  only  one  person,  a  boy,  surviving, 
and  he  was  saved  by  Pocahontas. 

About  this  time  she  left  her  father's  house  on  a  visit 
to  a  neighboring  chief,  when  she  fell  in  with  Mr. 
Thomas  Kolfe,  an  Englishman  of  respectable  character. 
He  became  attached  to  her,  and  offered  her  his  hand. 
It  was  accepted,  and  the  consent  of  her  father  being 
obtained,  they  were  married.  In  1616,  she  embarked, 
with  her  husband  and  several  Indians  of  both  sexes, 
for  England,  where  she  was  baptized  by  the  name  of 
Rebecca,  a  sweet  name,  and  one  to  be  held  in  everlast- 
ing remembrance.  (See  Genesis,  24th  chapter.)  She 
became  a  subject  of  curiosity  to  all  classes.  During 
her  stay  in  London,  she  advanced  greatly  in  the  knowl- 
edge of  the  English  language,  and  her  conversation 
was  much  sought  at  court.  Her  residence  among 
civilized  men,  however,  was  destined  to  be  short. 
While  about  to  embark  from  Gravesend  with  her  hus- 
band and  an  infant  son,  to  revisit  her  native  land,  she 
died,  at  the  age  of  twenty-two  years,  leaving  one  son, 
who  was  educated  by  his  uncle  in  London,  and  after- 
wards became  a  wealthy  and  distinguished  character  in 
Virginia.  His  descendants  still  reside  in  that  State, 
numerous,  rich,  and  respectable.  While  sojourning 
there,  I  was  introduced  to  one  of  them,  who  was  every 
inch  a  gentleman. 

When  ascending  the  river,  I  was  the  only  passenger ; 
our  skipper  was  the  second  edition  of  Captain  Baltus 
(see  Paulding's  Dutchman's  Fireside).  Tide  or  wind 
being  ahead,  he  would  quietly  drop  anchor,  smoke  his 
pipe,  and  -ruminate,  until  luck  changed.  Having 
drawn  my  attention  to  the  location  of  the  wigwam  of 
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Pocahontas,  about  a  mile  ahead,  I  was  much  gratified, 
on  nearing  the  spot,  to  see  the  anchor  phmge  into  the 
river.  The  captain  went  with  me  to  the  spot.  While 
there,  with  my  hand  in  her  wash-bowl,  I  beheld,  in  my 
mind's  eye,  this  tall,  straight,  slender  Indian  maiden, 
with  a  towel  on  her  arm,  her  slender  foot  and  tiny 
moccasin  scarcely  leaving  an  imprint  in  the  sand,  as 
she  passed  from  the  basin  to  the  river.  There  can  be 
no  mistake  in  the  locality  of  her  dwelling.  Posts  are 
set  np,  from  time  to  time,  by  those  who  cherish  her 
memory,  to  mark  the  spot ;  and  as  the  wash-basin  forms 
part  of  the  rock,  it  will  remain  while  woods  grow  and 
waters  run. 


"We  return  to  om^  friend  Snyder.  After  his  father's 
death  he  went  largely  into  the  shij^ping  line,  and  pros- 
pered. At  the  age  of  forty-eight  he  resolved  that,  as 
he  had  no  partner  in  his  office,  he  wonld  have  one  at  his 
table.  He  married  a  handsome  young  woman,  whose 
parents  were  j^oor,  but  respectable.  He  was  old  enough 
to  have  been  her  father.  He  had  a  very  small  jDortion 
of  the  milk  of  human  kindness;  so  they  lived  ten 
years  in  splendid  misery,  when  he  died,  leaving  his 
wife  and  a  son  seven  years  old  to  wind  up  the  affairs  of 
his  large  establishment.  Being  thus  in  the  power  of 
strangers,  the  task  of  closing  a  concern  of  such  magni- 
tude was  far  beyond  her  capabilities.  She  was  cheated 
by  some  and  robbed  by  others.  Finally,  the  balance  left 
was  not  sufficient  for  the  support  of  the  widow  and  her 
son.  I  knew  many  who  were  "  merchant  princes"  fifty 
years  ago,  whose  families  were  ruined  in  a  similar  way. 

If  you  expect  to  be  a  merchant  (being  now  only  a 
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clerk,  with  five  hundred  dollars  a  year),  get  married. 
Choose  a  partner  who  is  willing  to  live  according  to 
your  income — one  whose  mother  has  taught  her  to 
work,  wash,  mend  stockings,  make  pies  and  cake,  and 
knows  how  to  put  an  apple  in  a  dumpling.  Let  her  be 
handsome,  and  one  whom  you  can  love  above  all  others 
in  the  world.  You  will  then  w^ant  no  other  companion. 
You  will  then  live  happier  and  cheaper  than  you  now 
do,  paying  board,  washing,  and  mending,  besides  every 
now  and  then  having  a  piece  lost.  Your  washer- 
woman is  poor,  and  can't  make  good  the  loss  you  sus- 
tain. 

As  you  now  live,  perhaps  you  don't  save  fifty  out  of 
the  five  hundred  dollars  per  annum.  You  leave  your 
ofiice  at  seven  or  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening,  and 
stroll  up  Broadway,  w^here  you  fall  in  with  one  or  two 
companions.  You  stej^  into  Kiblo's,  and  call  for  three 
glasses  of  ice-cream  (three  shillings) ;  another  com- 
panion then  joins  you  ;  you  call  for  a  cigar,  and  four 
are  handed  (one  shilling).  Here,  then,  are  four  shil- 
lings gone  for  what  most  people  would  consider  non- 
sense. Only  think,  four  loaves  of  bread  blown  away 
in  tobacco  smoke.  These  four  loaves  would  supply  the 
table  with  bread  for  yourself,  wife,  and  child,  from 
Monday  morning  to  Saturday  night.  You  say  you 
wish  to  marry,  but  can't  support  a  wife.  Get  such  a 
one  as  I  have  described ;  she  will  more  than  support 
herself.  You  now  pay  more  for  cigars  than  it  cost  me 
to  keep  my  wife  fifty  years  ago.  Your  income  is  five 
hundred,  while  mine  was  onlv  three  hundred  dollars. 
My  expenses  after  marriage  were  less  than  they  were  be- 
fore ;  besides,  the  prattle  of  her  little  Yankee  tongue 
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and  the  liglit  of  her  countenance  were,  to  ??i6,  worth  a 
hundred  dollars  a  month.     But  we  return  to  Xiblo's. 

The  cigars  being  lit,  you  adjourn  to  the  street,  and 
"  where  shall  we  go  ?"  is  the  question.  "  To  the  the- 
atre," say  all.  There  you  pay  fifty  or  seventy-five 
cents  for  admission.  The  play  over,  the  porter  and 
oyster  house  come  next  in  rotation.  Half  boozy,  you 
stagger  on  your  way  to  your  boarding-house,  or  to 
sleep  in  the  store.  In  the  morning  you  are  aroused ; 
having  slept  only  three  hours,  you  get  up  with  a  head- 
ache and  all  the  torments  of  a  person  not  blessed. 
Yerily,  the  way  of  the  transgressor  is  hard. 

During  a  sojourn  of  fifty -seven  years  in  Xew  York, 
I  have  trod  the  streets  at  every  hour  of  the  day  and 
night,  in  search  of  doctors  and  nurses;  and  I  have 
seen,  at  daybreak,  between  Liberty  street  and  the 
Park,  as  many  as  six  of  the  "  guardians  of  the  night" 
make  a  peaceable  entry  into  a  store,  by  means  of  the 
key,  while  the  master  is  playing  whist  with  his  neigh- 
bor in  Place,  and  his  clerks  playing  funny 

tricks  in  an  adjoining  street,  with  money  purloined 
from  the  till  the  day  previous.  Thus,  the  candle  being 
lit  at  both  ends,  will  soon  bring  the  concern  to  a  close. 

In  choosino-  a  wife,  let  her  be  of  a  familv  not  vain  of 
their  name  or  connections,  but  remarkable  for  their  sim- 
plicity of  manners  and  integrity  of  life,  l^ever  fix 
your  eyes  on  a  celebrated  beauty.  She  is  apt  to  be 
too  proud  of  her  pretty  face,  and  afraid  of  soiling  her 
delicate  hands.  The  woman  who  washes  her  own  sil- 
ver spoons,  China  cups  and  platters,  and  performs 
other  light  services  in  the  family,  is  always  the  most 
healthy,  the  most  happy,  and  the  most  contented ;  for 
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thus  her  mind  is  occupied,  and  she  gains  the  approba- 
tion of  her  husband  and  of  her  own  conscience.  The 
woman  who  leaves  her  family  four  or  five  hours  every 
day,  running  from  shoj)  to  sho]),  and  making  calls,  is 
always  unhappy,  for  conscience  says,  "  You  have  sown 
the  wind,  and  you  shall  reap  the  whirlwind." 

Beauty  is  very  desirable  in  the  choice  of  a  wife. 
You  will  be  proud  of  your  handsome  wife  when  you 
introduce  her  to- a  friend ;  but  by  all  means  find  out,  if 
you  can,  if  she  is  vain  of  her  beauty.  If  you  find  she 
is  daily  washing  her  abeady  pretty  face  with  milk  of 
roses  and  patent  cosmetics — that  she  is  daily  pouring 
Cologne-water  and  Macassar-oil  on  her  already  glossy 
hair — if  this  is  the  case,  it  is  rather  an  alarming  symp- 
tom. A  handsome  w^oman  never  looks  so  j)retty  as 
when  she  don't  know  it.  I  dare  say  some  of  the  young 
lassies  will  lauo;h  at  a  man  near  fourscore  talkinoj 
Bhoiit  pretty  faces  /  but  I  was  once  as  young  as  any  of 
them,  and  in  the  pleasures  of  memory  I  live  my  life 
over  again  ;  and  though  I  now  and  then  look  through 
spectacles,  yet  I  would  rather  gaze  an  hour  on  a  hand- 
some picture,  than  to  squint  at  a  homespun  piece  of 
work  for  a  minute. 

Good-nature  is  another  necessarv  virtue  in  a  wife. 
This,  though,  is  not  so  very  essential,  as  a  man  must  be 
a  consummate  blockliead  indeed  if  he  can't  lead  (not 
drive)  a  woman  by  fair  words.  A  good  manager  is  an- 
other indispensable  qualification.  After  marriage,  if 
a  woman  does  not  pride  herself  on  her  knowledge  of 
family  affairs  and  laying  out  money  to  the  best  advan- 
tage, let  her  be  ever  so  sweet-tempered,  gracefully 
made,  or  elegantly  accomplished,  she  is  no  wife  for  a 
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man  of  business.  "When  people  are  harnessed  in  the 
joke  matrimonial,  they  must  draw  together.  It  is  a 
man's  dut j  to  give  to  his  wife  ;  it  is  the  wife's  duty  to 
use  it  with  the  most  scrupulous  economy. 


THE  NIGHT  FUNERAI.  OF  A  SLAVE. 

Travelling  recently  on  business  in  the  interior  of 
Georgia,  I  reached,  just  at  sunset,  the  mansion  of  the 
proprietor  through  whose  estate  for  the  last  half  hour 
of  my  journey  I  had  pursued  my  way.  My  tired  com- 
panion pricked  his  ears,  and,  with  a  low  neigh,  indi- 
cated his  pleasure,  as  I  turned  up  the  broad  avenue 
leading  to  the  house.  Calling  to  a  black  boy  in  view, 
I  bade  him  inquire  of  his  owner  if  I  could  be  accommo- 
dated with  lodgings  for  the  night. 

My  request  brought  the  proprietor  himself  to  the 
door,  and  from  thence  to  the  gate,  when,  after  a  scru- 
tinizing glance  at  my  person  and  equipments,  he  in- 
quired my  name,  business,  and  destination.  I  jjromptly 
responded  to  his  questions,  and  he  invited  me  to  alight 
and  enter  the  house,  in  the  true  spirit  of  Southern  hos- 
pitality. 

He  was  apparently  thirty  years  of  age,  and  evidently 
a  man  of  education  and  refinement.  I  soon  observed 
an  air  of  gloomy  abstraction  about  him.  He  said  but 
little,  and  even  that  little  seemed  the  result  of  an  effort 
to  obviate  the  seeming  want  of  civility  to  a  stranger. 
At  supper,  the  mistress  of  the  mansion  appeared  and 
did  the  honors  of  the  tal)le  in  her  particular  depart- 

11- 


260  APPENDIX. 


ment.  She  was  exceedingly  lady-like  and  beautiful,  as 
Southern  women  generally  are.  She  retired  immediately 
after  supper,  and  a  servant,  handing  some  splendid 
Havanas  on  a  silver  tray,  we  had  just  seated  ourselves 
comfortably  before  a  blazing  fire  of  oak-wood,  when  a 
servant  appeared  at  the  door  of  the  parlor,  and  uttered 
in  a  subdued,  but  distinct  tone,  the,  to  me,  startling 
words ; 

"  Master,  de  coffin  hab  come." 

"  Very  well,"  was  the  reply,  and  the  servant  disap- 
peared. 

My  host  remarked  my  look  of  surprise,  and  replied 
to  it  as  follows  : 

"  I  have  been  sad,"  said  he,  "  to-day ;  I  have  had  a 
greater  misfortune  than  any  I  have  experienced  since  I 
lost  my  father.  I  lost  this  morning  the  truest  and  the 
most  reliable  friend  I  had  in  the  world — one  whom  I 
have  been  accustomed  to  honor  and  respect  since  my 
earliest  recollection.  He  was  the  playmate  of  my 
father's  youth,  and  the  Mentor  of  mine. 

"  A  faithful  servant,  an  honest  man,  and  a  sincere 
Christian,  I  stood  by  his  bedside  to-day,  with  his  hand 
clasped  in  mine.  I  heard  the  last  words  he  uttered — 
they  were,  '  Master,  meet  me  in  heaven.' " 

His  voice  faltered  a  moment,  and  he  continued,  after 
a  pause,  and  with  increased  excitement :  "  His  loss  is 
a  melancholy  one  to  me.  If  I  left  my  home,  I  said  to 
him: 

'"John,  see  that  all  things  are  taken  care  of;'  and 
I  knew  that  my  wife  and  child,  property,  and  all,  were 
as  safe  as  though  guarded  by  a  hundred  soldiers.  I 
never  spoke  a  harsh  word  to  him  in  my  life,  for  he 


APPE^'DIX.  251 


never  merited  one.     I  have  a  hundred  others,  many  of 
them  faithful  and  true,  but  his  loss  is  irreparable." 

I  came  from  a  section  of  the  Union  where  slavery 
does  not  exist ;  and  brought  with  me  many  of  the 
prejudices  which  so  generally  prevail  in  the  free  States 
in  resrard  to  this  institution.  I  had  alreadv  seen  much 
to  soften  these  ;  but  the  observation  of  years  would 
have  failed  to  give  me  so  clear  an  insight  into  the  rela- 
tion between  master  and  servant,  as  this  simple  inci- 
dent. It  was  not  the  haughty  planter,  the  lordly  tyrant, 
talking  of  his  dead  slave,  as  of  his  dead  horse ;  but  the 
kind-hearted  gentleman,  lamenting  the  loss  and  eulo- 
gizing the  virtues  of  his  good  old  friend. 

After  an  interval  of  silence,  mine  host  resumed : 
''  There  are,"  said  he,  ''  many  of  the  old  man's  relatives 
and  fi'iends,  who  would  wish  to  attend  his  funeral. 
To  afiord  them  an  opportunity,  several  plantations  have 
been  notified  that  he  will  be  buried  to-niglit ;  some,  I 
presume,  have  already  arrived,  and  desiring  to  see 
that  all  things  are  properly  prepared  for  his  interment, 
I  trust  you  will  excuse  my  absence  for  a  few  mo- 
ments." 

"Most  certainly,  sir,"  I  added;  "but  if  there  is  no 
impropriety,  I  would  be  pleased  to  accompany  you." 

"  There  is  none,"  he  replied  ;  and  I  followed  him  to 
one  of  a  long  row  of  cabins,  situated  at  the  distance 
of  some  three  hundred  yards  from  the  mansion :  the 
house  was  crowded  with  negroes,  who  all  arose  on  our 
entrance,  and  many  of  them  exchanged  greetings  with 
mine  host,  in  tones  that  convinced  me  they  felt  that 
he  was  an  object  of  sympathy  from  them ;  the  corpse 
was  deposited  in  the  coffin,  attired  in  a  shroud  of 
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the  finest  cotton  materials,  and  the  coffin  itself  ^jainted 
black. 

The  master  stopped  at  his  head,  and  laying  his 
hand  npon  the  cold  brow  of  his  faithful  bondsman, 
gazed  long  and  intently  upon  the  features  with  which 
he  had  been  so  long  familiar,  and  which  he  now 
looked  upon  for  the  last  time  on  earth ;  raising  his 
eyes  at  length,  and  glancing  at  the  serious  countenances 
now  bent  upon  his,  he  said  solemnly  and  with  much 
feelino^ : 

"  He  was  a  faithful  servant  and  a  true  Christian. 
If  you  follow  his  example,  and  live  as  he  lived,  none 
of  you  need  fear  when  your  time  comes  to  lie  there." 

A  patriarch,  with  the  snows  of  eighty  winters  on  his 
head,  answered — • 

"Master,  it  is  true,  and  we  will  try  to  live  like 
him." 

There  was  a  murmur  of  general  assent;  and  after 
giving  some  instruction  relative  to  the  bm^ial,  we  re- 
turned to  the  dwelling. 

About  nine  o'clock  a  servant  brought  word  they 
"were  ready  to  move. 

Mine  host  remarked  to  me,  that  by  stepping  into 
the  piazza,  I  would  probably  witness  a  novel  scene — 
the  procession  had  moved,  and  its  route  led  within  a 
few  rods  of  the  mansion ;  there  were  150  negroes, 
arranged  four  deep,  and  following  a  wagon,  in  which 
was  placed  the  coffin,  down  the  entii-e  length  of  the 
lane,  at  intervals  of  a  few  feet  on  either  side,  were 
carried  torches  of  the  rosin-pine,  or  candle-wood. 
About  the  centre  was  stationed  the  black  preacher,  a 
man  of  gigantic  frame  and  stentorian  lungs,  who  gave 
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out  from  memorj  the  words  of  a  hymn  suitable  to  the 
occasion. 

The  Southern  negroes  are  proverbial  for  the  melody 
and  compass  of  their  voices,  and  I  thought  that  hymn, 
mellowed  by  distance,  the  most  solemn,  and  yet  the 
sweetest  music,  that  ever  fell  on  my  ear ;  the  stillness 
of  the  night,  and  the  strength  of  their  voices,  enabled 
me  to  distinguish  their  sound  at  the  distance  of  half 
a  mile.  It  was  to  me  a  strange  and  solemn  scene, 
and  no  incident  in  my  life  has  impressed  me  with 
more  powerful  emotions,  than  the  night  funeral  of  the 
poor  negro. 


EIGHTS   OF   WOMEN. 

At  the  corner  of  Eeekman  and  Nassau  streets  I  met 
an  acquaintance,  a  bachelor  of  fifty-six.  Thirty  years 
ago  I  advised  him  to  form  a  life-partnership,  for  .bed 
and  for  board,  with  one  of  the  bonnie  lassies  whom  he 
used  to  stand  staring  at  as  he  saw  them  enter  the  Brick 
Church  at  the  ringing  of  the  bell ;  at  that  time  he  said 
he  would,  but  did  it  not ;  now  he  says  it  is  too  late. 

"  I  say  so  too.  Now  what  have  you  done,"  says  I, 
"  to  any  good  purpose  in  the  world  ?  Your  bank  stock, 
your  fancy  and  humbug  stock,  will  soon  go  to  heirs  you 
know  not  who,  and  your  name  will  soon  perish  out  of 
the  city ;  while  I  will  never  die — with  my  children, 
my  grandchildren,  and  GREAT-grandchildren,  the  name 
of  Thorburn  will  live  i.  ^his  Model  Kepublic  as  long  as 
wood  grows  and  water  rui. 

"  Have  you  great-grandchiiaren  ?"  he  inquired. 

"I  have,"  says  I,  "and  the  oldest  is  no  chicken 
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either,  for  slie  opens  and  sliuts  tlie  door  wlien  I  call  to 
see  lier ;  and  the  greeting  of  Great-Grand-Pa,  and  the 
j)arting  kiss  from  her  pouting  lips,  gives  pleasure  more 
sublime  than  jou  or  John  Jacob  ever  felt  when  count- 
ing jom'  bank  shares,  or  summing  up  your  railroad 
stock." 

"  Stop,  Grant,"  he  exclaimed,  "  you'll  compel  me  to 
marry  in  spite  of  my  teeth." 

And  he  was  compelled  to  marry  in  spite  of  his  teeth, 
in  three  months  thereafter  ;  for,  meeting  at  a  tea-party 
(bachelors  are  always  invited  by  widows  and  matrons) 
a  blithesome  sj^inster  of  twenty-eight  summers,  who 
took  his  fancy,  he  resolved  to  make  her  his  own  ;  and 
so  well  did  he  run  the  parallels,  and  so  close  did  he 
lay  the  siege,  that  she  surrendered  at  discretion  in  less 
than  two  months ;  and,  as  she  remarked  afterwards, 
she  only  said  yes  to  get  quit  of  his  teazing. 

But  we  return  to  our  friend.  On  the  corner  of  Beek- 
man  street  this  conversation  was  held,  three  weeks  pre- 
vious to  his  introduction  at  the  tea-j)arty. 

Having  now  got  a  wife  and  a  house  of  his  own,  he 
left  his  card.  It  w^as  four  o'clock  p.  m.  when  I  called ; 
they  had  just  finished  dinner,  and  sat,  having  the  table 
between  them,  cracking  nuts  and  cracking  jokes.  He 
seldom  turned  his  eyes  from  admiring  her  handsome 
countenance,  and  she  seemed  highly  pleased  with  her 
new  husband,  her  new  house,  her  new  sofas,  carpets, 
chairs,  glasses,  &c.,  and,  above  all,  with  her  ow^i  new 
life ;  pleasure  sparkled  in  her  eyes,  and  with  the  ex- 
uberance of  her  spirits,  her  deportment  had  more  of 
eighteen  than  twenty-eight  years. 

" My  worthy  friend,"  said  I,  "I  should  think  from 
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appearances,  that  one  day  spent  m  this  house  is  better 
than  a  thousand  spent  in  the  solitary  haunts  of  a  bach- 
elor." 

"  Yes,"  he  replied,  "  and  I  only  wish  I  had  taken 
your  advice  twenty  years  ago." 

Tliey  seem  as  hai3py  now  as  in  the  full  of  the  honey- 
moon. A  boy  and  girl  make  glad  their  hearts.  While 
the  son  deposits  the  checks,  the  daughter  escorts  the 
mother  on  all  shopping  excursions. 

But  we  return,  for  I  had  almost  forgotten  the  rights 
of  the  Ladies.  For  the  last  sixty  years  the  world  has 
been  turned  upside  down  by  a  set  of  vain  philosophers 
— miserable  fools  and  silly  dreamers — writing  volumes 
of  theories  (which  will  never  work  in  practice),  whose 
leaves,  if  cut  in  strips,  would  circumnavigate  the 
globe ;  and  all  this  about  the  Bights  of  Man.  ISTot  a 
word  about  the  Bights  of  Women  !  These  champions 
of  Freedom  would  not  even  allow  the  ladies  of  Paris 
to  choose  the  color  of  their  own  night-caps,  for  they  cut 
off  the  head  of  the  Queen,  and  the  heads  of  thousands 
of  the  prettiest  women  in  France,  merely  because  they 
thought  a  white  night-cap  better  became  them  than  a 
red  one;  and  this  was  French  gallantry,  this  was 
French  liberty  of  speech,  thought,  and  action.  How 
profound  the  wisdom  of  those  yain  philosophers  !  they 
wisely  surmised  that  if  the  head  of  a  woman  was  once 
severed  from  her  shoulders,  she  never  would  wear  a 
white  or  Royalist  cap  any  more. 

]^.  B.  I  never  knew  a  genuine  red  republican,  either 
in  Europe  or  America,  but  he  was  a  genuine  tyrant 
over  his  wife,  children,  servants,  and  apprentices. 

Next  came  Thomas  Paine,  with  a  huge  com2)ound  of 
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abstract  ideas,  entitled  "  Eiglits  of  Man."  Wliile  thus 
employed,  however,  he  found  time  to  com-t  and  marry 
a  respectable  young  woman.  Three  years  afterwards 
'she  obtained  a  divorce  from  him  for  cruel  usao;e. 
Ladies,  this  was  the  author  of  the  "  Eights  of  Man," 
the  author  of  "  Common  Sense,"  and  the  author  of  the 
"  Age  of  Reason,"  while  he  was  the  most  unreasonable 
mortal  I  ever  conversed  with. 

But  to  bring  the  matter  home  to  our  own  doors  and 
to  our  own  firesides.  Here  I  might  fill  a  volume  were 
I  to  give  the  names  of  a  set  of  matrimonial  jugglers 
whom  I  have  known  in  the  city  for  fifty-seven  years 
past.  They  were  married  to  some  of  the  finest  speci- 
mens of  women  the  world  could  produce ;  they  swore 
at  the  altar  to  nourish  and  to  cherish  these  weaker 
vessels  all  the  days  of  their  lives.  But,  within  sis 
months  after  marriage,  should  his  delicate  partner  hap- 
pen to  be  indisposed,  away  he  goes  to  some  ward- 
meeting,  or  card-meeting,  or  club-meeting,  or  may  be 
he  takes  some  country  cousin  and  away  they  hie  to 
Xiblo's,  the  Lyceum,  the  Opera,  or  Castle  Garden — she 
sits  by  the  window,  her  pale  cheek  resting  on  her  deli- 
cate hand — the  tears,  like  drops  of  j)earl,  are  trembling 
in  her  beautiful  eyes,  while  her  husband  and  cousin 
descend  the  front  steps  with  loud  peals  of  laughter, 
every  one  of  which  strikes  on  her  heart  like  the  sharp 
point  of  the  cold  steel  in  the  hand  of  an  assassin.  Per- 
haps she  sees  no  more  of  him  till  eight  o'clock  next 
morning,  when  he  asks  if  his  cofiee  is  ready. 

ISTow,  Mr.  Whisker-face,  or  Mr.  Goat's-beard,  is  it 
thus  that  you  nourish  and  cherish  your  wife  ?  she  don't 
treat  you  so.     This  conduct  in  a  young  husband  is 
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mean,  irnmanly,  and  despicable  in  the  extreme.  It  is 
cruel  to  leave  lier  moping  alone,  while  jon  are  abroad 
finding  jom*  own  pleasure.  But  jou  say  you  left  her 
in  the  hands  of  a  good  nm-se.  I^o  doubt  you  did,  but 
to  a  young  wife  there  is  no  nurse  like  a  kind  husband. 
Had  you  stayed  at  home,  mixed  the  medicine,  carried 
the  cu^)  to  her  lips  (from  your  hand  the  bitter  drug 
would  taste  sweet),  then  sat  down  beside  her,  and  as 
close  as  you  please  too,  and  if  you  had  told  her  one-half 
of  the  fine  stories  you  were  wont  to  relate  three  weeks 
before  marriage,  she  would  have  been  perfectly  well 
before  the  going  down  of  another  sun.  This  is  %ooman^s 
rights  and  you  are  sworn  to  respect  it ;  •  in  her  presence 
maintain  the  same  modest  deportment,  the  same  gentle 
address,  and  the  same  winning  glance  from  yom-  eye 
which  you  were  wont  to  assume  in  the  days  of  court- 
ship ;  if  you  do  this  her  love  will  never  fail,  and  she 
will  say  that  she  is  the  happiest  woman  in  the  world ; 
thus  the  honeymoon  will  never  wane,  but  shine  bright- 
er and  brighter,  till  you  put  up  together  at  the  last  Inn 
by  the  wayside — the  grave.  I  speak  from  fifty-four 
vears"'  experience,  and  can  add  that  I  never  saw  an  mi- 
happy  marriage  out  of  five  score  but  that  the  man  was 
either  a  rogue  or  2^ fool. 

There  is  another  class  of  land-pirates  who  prey  on 
the  rights  of  women.  Xew  York,  and  Broadway  in. 
particular,  is  completely  infested  by  them  in  pleasant 
weather,  for  these  fowls  of  fine  feathers  can't  breast  a 
storm ;  you  may  see  them  on  the  steps  of  the  Astor, 
and  every  other  hotel  where  drone  bees  do  congregate. 
There  they  stand,  planted  like  the  Mandarins  in  the 
show-window  of  a  tea-shop.     If  you  have  time  and 
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]3atience  to  stand  bj  St.  Paul's,  you  may  count  some 
scores  of  these  automatons,  j)assing  and  repassing  fifty 
times,  between  Leonard  and  Rector  streets,  in  the 
course  of  three  hours.  They  generally  hook  arms,  and 
as  they  grin,  and  talk,  and  look  in  one  another's  faces, 
their  motion  has  much  of  the  swagger  of  the  Siamese 
twins.  You  may  know  them  by  the  cut  of  their  jibs  ; 
they  have  beards  like  the  goats  on  the  mountains  of  St. 
Gothard ;  their  slender  waists  (I  am  now  speaking  of 
two-legged  animals  who  call  themselves  men)  are 
squeezed  up  with  whalebone,  cord,  and  buckram  ;  they 
resemble  a  group  of  spiders  suspended  between  heaven 
and  the  great  deep  from  the  branch  of  a  peach-tree. 
They  also  wear  suspenders,  which  are  intended  to  act 
as  preventers  (as  the  sailors  say),  to  stop  the  extremi- 
ties from  j^arting  with  the  trunk.  Now  these  simple 
sons  of  silly  women  do  nothing  but  hunt  among  the 
weaker  sex,  seeking  whom  they  may  devour.  They 
are  of  their  father  the  devil,  for  he  was  the  first  lying 
dandy  that  ever  deceived  a  woman.  The  weaker  sister 
having  lost  caste^  is  driven  from  society  to  the  highways 
and  hedgeways  for  food  and  shelter ;  trodden  under  foot 
by  the  scorn  of  man,  a  by-word  and  hissing  to  her 
more  fortunate  sisters,  and  laughed  at  by  the  perjured 
wretch  who  wrought  her  destruction, — ^while  he,  pro- 
vided his  brown  hide  is  covered  with  black  superfine, 
is  admitted  into  the  lest  society.  Best  society,  indeed ! 
It  is  only  a  few  years  ago  that  Munroe  Edwards  counted 
one  in  this  hest  society.  Edwards  was  a  forger,  a 
swindler,  and  a  cheat,  and  closed  his  life  in  the  states- 
prison  ;  but  the  black-hearted  vilhiin  who  robs  a  con- 
fiding maiden  of  her  fair  fame  and  sj)otless  character, 
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is  a  villain  of  a  deeper  dje  ;  and  this  villain  is  a  mag- 
nate in  the  best  society !  He  eats  their  dinners,  he 
drinks  their  wine,  stmts  on  their  carpets,  lolls  on  their 
sofas,  and  salutes  the  fair  lips  of  their  daughters. 
Ladies,  these  things  are  done  in  every  grove,  and  un- 
der every  green  tree,  in  the  hest  society.  But  it  ought 
not  to  be  so. 

I  was  led  to  these  reflections  by  a  visit  to  the  peni- 
tentiary; many,  very  many  of  the  female  prisoners 
were  models  of  beauty  in  face  and  person ;  God  made 
them  angels,  man  made  them  devils.  They  walked  in 
pairs  with  other  outcasts  from  society,  under  the  rod 
and  correction  of  a  savage-looking  mortal,  a  "  Lord  of 
the  Creation."    . 

"  Man's  inhumanity  to  man 
Makes  countless  thousands  mourn." — Burns. 

It  is  an  opinion  current  with  all  red  republicans,  that 
all  kings,  princes,  and  potentates  are  born  natural 
fools ;  and  seeing  that  we  are  all  born  sovereigns  in 
this  model  republic,  and  as  TTebster  affirms  in  his  dic- 
tionary, that  a  king  and  a  sovereign  are  the  same  in 
law,  it  follows,  of  course,  that  we  are  only  a  nation  of 
most  sovereign,  consummate  fools.  "Were  it  not  so, 
why  is  it  that  we  act  just  the  opposite  from  every 
principle  of  common  honesty  and  common  sense? 
"When  a  beggar  removes  a  pair  of  pants  from  the  door 
of  a  store,  to  protect  his  hind  quarters  from  the  piercing 
winds  of  a  winter  morniug,  or  to  hide  them  from  the 
prying  gaze  of  a  vulgar  throng,  he  is  sent  to  the  peni- 
tentiary at  once ;  but  the  men  who  steal  hundreds  of 
thousands  of  the  people's  money  at  the  Custom-house, 
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Post-office,  Banks,  and  Insurance  companies,  are  seldom 
brought  to  trial,  and  having  enough  of  the  j)eople's 
money  in  hand,  they  dress  like  gentlemen,  and  all  the 
exclusives  and  upper-tens  will  lift  the  hat  and  grasp 
his  hand  in  Broadway,  invite  him  to  dinner,  and  play 
cards  with  him  till  three  o'clock  a.  m.  on  Sabbath 
morning. 

The  small  respect  that  is  paid  to  the  Eights  of 
"Women  is  another  instance  of  the  folly  of  the  sovereign 
peoj^le.  Thomas  Jefferson  (and  he  was  the  greatest 
sovereign  among  all  the  sovereign  people),  in  his  Kotes 
on  Virginia,  avers  that  "  man  is  made  with  strength  of 
body  and  pov/ers  of  mind  to  direct  and  protect  his 
weaker  companion,  the  woman ;"  but,  instead  of  direct- 
ing and  protecting,  he  too  often  employs  the  cun- 
ning, subtle,  devil-like  powers  of  his  mind,  and  the 
brute  strength  of  his  body,  to  work  her  destruction. 
But  I  cannot  better  describe  this  operation  than  by 
quoting  from  Mrs.  L.  Maria  Child's  "  Letters  from  'New 
York."  Mrs.  Child  is  a  lady  of  modest  worth,  and  an 
eloquent  writer.  Had  she  been  born  in  Europe,  she 
would  have  been  a  paragon  here : 

"For  many  a  flower  is  born  to  blush  unseen, 
And  waste  its  sweetness  on  the  desert  ak." 

Mrs.  Child  was  paying  a  visit  to  the  penitentiary, 
when  the  editor  of  the  "  Weekly  Bake"  (a  scurrilous 
paper)  was  brought  in  to  do  penance  for  his  evil  deeds. 
She  asks — "Why  should  the  '  Weekly  Bake' be  shut 
up,  when  daily  rakes  walk  Broadway  in  fine  broadcloth 
and  silk  velvet  ?"  She  adds — "  More  than  half  of  the 
inmates  of  the  penitentiary  were  women ;  and,  of  course, 
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a  large  proportion  of  them  were  taken  up  as  '  street- 
walkers.' The  men  who  made  them  such — who,  per- 
chance, caused  the  love  of  a  human  heart  to  be  its 
ruin,  and  changed  tenderness  into  sensuality  and 
crime — these  men  live  in  '  ceiled  houses'  on  Broadway, 
and  sit  in  council  in  the  City  Hall,  and  pass  regula- 
tions to  clear  the  streets  they  have  filled  with  sin.  Do 
you  suppose  their  poor  victims  do  not  feel  the  injustice 
of  society  thus  regulated  ?" 

Yes,  my  dear  Mrs.  Child,  they  do  feel  it ;  and,  as  it 
is  held  in  our  model  republic  to  be  just,  right,  and  law- 
ful for  men  to  kill  tyrants  now  and  then,  provided  they 
may  thereby  recover  their  just  and  natural  rights,  so 
we  need  not  feel  surprised  when  we  hear,  now  and 
then,  that  one  of  these  pirates  is  shot  by  the  hand  of  a 
woman  in  Leonard  or  any  other  street ;  nor  did  I  won- 
der the  other  day,  when  one  of  these  injured  sisters 
dragged  the  usurper  of  her  rights  from  the  steps  of  the 
Astor,  and  -made  him  strut  through  the  mud  like  a 
crow  in  the  gutter.  Served  him  right.  He  had  broken 
his  oath  and  his  promise,  and  had  robbed  her  of  all 
that  is  dear  to  a  woman.  If  the  ladies  only  Icneio  their 
power^  and  were  rightly  to  improve  it  for  their  OYm 
advantage,  they  could  twist  the  whole  male  generation, 
like  a  thread  of  tow,  around  their  fingers. 

There  seems  to  be  something  wrong  in  society  with 
reo^ard  to  the  rio;hts  of  women.  Whv  should  the 
woman  be  driven  away  into  the  wilderness,  like  a 
scape-goat  for  the  man,  and  bearing  his  sin  on  her  own 
head  ?  She  is  cast  out  to  perish  ;  he,  though  the  first 
i/ransgressor^  is  caressed  and  courted  by  all,  as  if  to 
sacrifice  one  of  the  weaker  sex  were  an  honor  to  the 

16 


2C2  APPENDIX. 


man,  whom  God  and  nature  has  appointed  to  be  her 
protector.  You  may  see  him  in  Broadway,  at  mid- 
day, escorting  a  female  whose  character,  as  yet^  is  un- 
sullied. She  meets  and  receives  the  salutations  of  her 
friends  without  a  blush  for  being  seen  in  contact  with 
the  man  who  has  loorse  than  murdered  her  playfellow. 
But,  should  his  victim  come  within  a  hundred  yards, 
she  would  fly  from  her  as  from  the  plague. 

]^ow.  Miss  Mock-Modesty,  why  shun  your  poor, 
young,  and  blasted  friend,  when  you  are  not  ashamed,  in 
the  face  of  the  sun,  in  the  public  street,  to  be  seen  hang- 
ing on  the  arm  of  her  destroyer  ?  This  thing  ought  not 
to  be  so.  You  say  that  this  is  the  fashion  ;  and  so  is  it 
the  fashion  in  Turkey  for  a  man  to  have  six  wives. 

I  have  a  remedy  to  propose ;  and  as  this  is  the  age 
of  improvement,  the  age  of  experiment,  and  the  march 
of  intellect,  I  think  the  project  is  deserving  of  being 
tested  by  experience.  I  would  propose  that  a  new 
court  be  established,  under  the  name  and  title  of  the 
"  Court  of  Conscience^  Let  this  court  consist  of  three 
matrons,  not  under  forty  and  not  over  fifty  years, 
widows^  otherwise  their  husbands — who  perhaps  in 
their  daft  days  were  weekly  or  daily  rakes,  and  them- 
selves beins:  in  the  same  condemnation — mio^ht  bias 
their  better  judgment,  and  thereby  the  perjured  villian 
might  escape,  unwhipt  of  justice.  These  three  matrons, 
each  being  a  jndge ;  also,  twelve  matrons  of  a  younger 
growth,  by  way  of  a  jury,  all  of  them  to  hold  their 
office  during  life.  Thus,  when  one  dies,  her  successor 
is  initiated  into  the  routine  of  business  without  for  one 
moment  clogging  or  stopping  the  wheels  of  govern- 
ment.   This   perpetual  motion,   or  rotation  in  office 
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(which  Mr.  Jefferson  recommended  in  his  inaugural 
speech  in  1801),  is  the  canker-worm  which  is  gnawing 
at  the  vitals  of  our  model  republic.  With  every  new 
President,  new  Governor,  or  new  Mayor,  from  the 
High  Constable  down  to  the  deputy  clerk  of  a  dirt-cart, 
they  are  removed ;  they  had  just  rightly  learned  the 
duties  of  their  office,  when  the  new  incumbent  had  to 
commence  his  apprenticeship.  Thus  they  "  are  ever 
learninoj  and  never  come  to  a  knowleda^e  of  the  truth." 
Our  affairs  are  solely  managed  by  apprentices.  It  is 
a  rare  case  when  we  have  a  journeyman  ;  and  a  master 
grates  on  the  nerves  of  our  plain,  shnple^  high-minded, 
sovereign  people.  Thus,  we  have  blundering  accounts, 
defaulters,  swindlers,  "  and  every  evil  work."  I  verily 
believe  that  when  our  city  comes  to  her  latter  end, 
she  w^ill  die  from  an  attack  of  this  rotai^y  fever.  But 
we  return  to  the  Court  of  Conscience. 

We  said  there  should  be  twelve  matrons  for  a  per- 
manent jury.  JSTow,  presuming  said  court  is  properly 
constituted,  let  th6  injured  sister  appear  before  them, 
state  her  case  on  oath,  and  pray  judgment  against  her 
deceiver.  As  it  is  customary  in  the  Senate  of  the 
United  States  to  sit  with  closed  doors,  so  it  will  be 
highly  decorous  in  this  court  that  they  shut  their 
chamber  doors  behind  them.  The  man  need  not  be 
cited  before  them,  for,  having  perjured  himself  to  the 
plaintiff  already,  his  word,  truth,  and  honor  are  totally 
daumed.  Well,  then,  a  majority  of  these  matrons 
finding  the  complaint  well  founded,  issue  their  precept 
to  the  Recorder  of  the  city,  setting  forth  that  they 
having  found  Tom,  Dick,  or  Harry  guilty  of  certain 
high  crimes  and  misdemeanors,  have  mulcted  him  to 
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pay  over  one-third  of  his  estate,  real  and  personal, 
to  Jane  Maria,  b}^  way  of  indemnity,  and  ordering  him 
to  seize  on  his  property  at  once ;  if  he  has  no  property, 
send  him  to  the  State-prison,  and  give  his  earnings  to 
the  said  Jane  Maria  during  her  life ;  at  her  death,  let 
him  out,  and  perhaps  he  will  learn  better  manners. 
There  can  be  no  appeal  from  this  to  any  other  court ; 
for,  as  these  lawgivers  have  refrained  from  enacting 
laws  for  the  protection  of  women's  rights,  it  is  but 
fair  play  for  the  women  to  take  the  law  in  their  own 
hands. 

That  this  may  be  done  instcmter^  have  a  petition 
made  out  for  Congress,  call  a  meeting  for  ladies  in  the 
Park,  let  our  worthy  Mayor  be  I'equested  to  send  a 
posse  of  old  veterans  from  the  police-office  (the  Mayor, 
being  a  man  of  choice  gallantry,  will  never  refuse  the 
ladies'  request)  to  guard  the  gates,  so  as  to  prevent  the 
entrance  of  dogs,  hogs,  bachelors,  or  any  of  the  male 
creation ;  have  the  resolutions  and  speeches  cut  and 
dried,  so  that  when  the  ladies  get  on  the  stage,  they 
have  only  to  read  them  and  let  all  the  wondering 
multitude  say  "  Aye !  Aye !"  Thus  having  done  their 
duty  to  their  country  and  themselves^  they  can  eat  their 
dinner  with  a  merry  heart  and  a  quiet  conscience, 
showing  an  example  of  modest  worth  to  those  would-be 
lords  of  creation  who  hold  their  meetings  there,  and 
who  generally  break  up  in  a  fight  between  the  alder- 
men and  constables,  plaintiffs  and  witnesses,  defendants 
and  counsel,  peace-keepers  and  head-breakers,  pell- 
mell,  over  and  under  each  other;  and  this  they  call 
liberty  of  speech  and  freedom  of  debate. 

Having  now  engrossed  the  petition  with  fifty  thou- 
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sand  signatures,  send  it  on  by  a  deputation  of  at  least 
one  hundred  matrons,  selected  from  among  the  hand- 
somest in  the  city.  This  Vv'ill  look  respectable,  and 
give  weight  to  the  argument ;  besides,  to  look  on  the 
faces  of  so  many  sparkling  beauties,  will  thaw  the 
hearts  of  those  cold-blooded,  back-woods,  sling-di'ink- 
ing  members,  and  they  will  grant  the  petition,  were  it 
for  the  "  half  of  the  kingdom."  But  peradventure  there 
should  be  a  company  of  cold,  calculating  bachelors 
there,  whose  influence  might  frustrate  the  passage  of 
the  bill ;  let  the  ladies  be  in  attendance,  in  case  of  an 
emergency,  ready  to  employ  the  force  of  their  own 
arms  (an  invincible  weapon)  on  the  morning  of  the 
day  of  presenting  the  petition.  After  partaking  of  a 
substantial  breakfast,  let  one  and  all  of  them  replenish 
their  reticules  with  a  modicum  of  nourishing  compound- 
cake,  likewise  with  a  vial  of  simple  waters,  merely  to 
refresh  the  lips.  Thus  armed  for  a  siege,  repair  early 
to  the  Capitol,  before  these  drowsy  Sampsons  have 
awoke  from  the  lap  of  Delilah.  Fill  the  gallery,  and 
should  any  opposition  appear  on  the  part  of  the  bache- 
lors, declare  your  sitting  permanent.  Thus,  by  making 
a  prudent  use  of  the  power  which  the  God  of  ISTature 
has  given  you,  soon  those  lords  of  the  manor  will  sur- 
render at  discretion. 

The  following  is  a  case  in  point : 

About  a  century  ago  it  was  customary  for  the  wives 
and  daughters  of  the  peers,  and  other  honorable  ladies, 
to  sit  in  the  gallery  of  the  House  of  Lords,  listening  to 
or  looking  at  the  s]3eakers.  The  yoimger  members  of 
the  House  were  often  detected  by  their  seniors,  with 
their  eyes  fixed  on  the  gallery,  when  they  should  have 
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been  looking  at  the  speaker ;  and  winking,  nodding, 
and  playing  pantomime  with  their  female  cousins, 
when  thej  should  have  been  laying  in  funds  of  j)olitical 
economy.  The  elders,  taking  offence  at  this  levity 
(stupid  old  fools,  they  played  the  same  tricks  at 
twenty-five),  passed  a  resolution,  that  hereafter  no 
woman  should  be  admitted  to  the  House  or  gallery. 
I^ext  day  all  the  "West  End  was  in  commotion,  ladies 
in  their  carriages  flying  in  all  directions ;  shortly  before 
six  p.  M.,  the  whole  posse  of  noblemen's  wives,  headed 
by  the  Duchess  of  Devonshire,  beset  the  door,  demand- 
ing admittance.  In  obedience  to  his  instructions,  the 
doorkeeper  refused.  They  made  a  rush,  pushed  him 
on  one  side,  while  they  entered  like  a  flock  of  pigeons, 
and  filled  the  whole  gallery.  "When  the  peers  took 
their  seats,  they  were  confounded  to  see  their  wives 
and  married  daughters,  to  the  number  of  some  hun- 
dreds, dressed  with  all  their  ornaments,  and  holding  a 
silent  meeting,  like  a  company  of  Friends.  As  soon 
as  a  quorum  arrived,  the  Speaker  took  the  chair; 
the  sergeant-at-arms  was  desired  to  clear  the  galleries ; 
the  ladies  dared  him  to  touch  them,  and  claimed 
their  right  as  peeresses  of  the  realm.  The  sergeant- 
at-arms  looked  to  the  Speaker  for  orders.  The  noble- 
men began  to  laugh,  the  resolution  was  reconsidered, 
and  laid  on  the  table.  The  majority  were  proud  of 
their  dames  for  the  noble  stand  they  had  taken  in  de- 
fence of  their  rights. 

JSTow,  ladies,  here  you  have  both  precept  and  ex- 
amj^le.  If  you  don't  stand  up  for  your  rights,  it  is  not 
my  fault. 
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U.  S.  Bonded  Storehouse,  Sept.  20,  1851. 
Feiexd  Wat.-ree — 

Below  is  another  remarkable  instance  of  Providen- 
tial help  in  my  time  of  need. 

In  1849  and  ISoO  I  kept  a  seed-store  in  Charleston, 
S.  C.  On  a  certain  day  I  had  a  draft  payable  in  the 
bank  at  three  p.  m.  I  was  short  twenty  dollars  at  one 
p.  M.  The  only  friend  that  I  could  depend  on  had  left 
town  that  morning  for  a  week.  I  was  walking  behind 
the  counter,  rimiinating  what  next  to  do,  when  a  gen- 
tleman, a  planter  in  appearance,  stepped  in,  inquiring 
for  turnip-seed ;  having  paid  twenty-five  cents,  the 
amount  of  his  purchase,  he  walked  off,  leaving  the 
door  open.  I  stepped  round  the  counter  to  shut  the 
door ;  I  noticed  a  scrap  lying  on  the  floor ;  I  took  it 
up — it  was  tvjo  teiirdollar  Mils  on  the  Bank  of  Charles- 
ton. I  stepped  out,  looked  up  and  down,  and  stepped 
to  the  corner  of  the  first  cross  street  (within  three  hun- 
dred feet  of  my  door) — he  was  not  to  be  seen.  His 
coat  was  very  noticeable,  being  an  extraordinary  light 
sky-blue ;  his  speech  and  deportment  were  pleasing 
and  prepossessing;  his  features  are  stamped  on  my 
heart.  I  will  know  him  if  we  meet  in  eternity.  Ob- 
serve, it  was  neither  more  nor  less,  it  was  just  the 
amomit  I  stood  in  need  of.  I  advertised — it  was  never 
claimed.  I  state  a  fact,  which  will  be  explained  on 
the  day  when  the  dead  shall  rise.  You  can  form  your 
own  opinion ;  for  my  own  part,  I  sat  ruminating  for 
minutes,  whether  in  the  body  or  out  of  the  body  I 
cannot  tell. 
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In  1808  jnj  store  and  dwelling  stood  on  the  corner 
of  Nassau  and  Liberty  streets,  next  lot  was  occupied 
by  Edward  Watkeys,  soap  and  candle  maker;  the 
house  and  back  building  were  all  of  wood,  filled  with 
rosin,  fat,  candles,  and  soap.  On  the  night  of  the  25th 
of  August,  at  twelve  o'clock,  it  burst  out,  from  front  to 
rear,  in  one  tremendous  blaze.  The  buildings  stood  on 
the  south  side  of  mine.  A  strong  south  wind  blew  at 
the  time.  My  store,  and  green-house  in  the  yard  (all 
built  of  wood),  were  enveloped  in  flame ;  ten  houses 
were  burned  around  me;  yet,  strange  to  tell,  next 
morning  my  premises  stood  entire,  having  scarcely  the 
mark  of  fire  on  any  part  of  my  frame  buildings  ;  only 
one  hole,  about  the  size  of  a  man's  hand,  was  burned 
through  the  shingle  roof — twenty  dollars  made  good 
the  whole  damage.  Twenty  thousand  people  were 
witnesses  of  this  fact.  So  rapid  was  the  fire,  that  Mrs. 
Watkeys,  her  daughter — aged  twenty-two  years — a 
colored  woman,  and  her  three  children,  were  all  burned 
to  death. 

On  the  afternoon,  just  six  hours  before  commencing 
of  the  fire,  I  had  been  painting  fiower-pots  with  green 
varnish-paint ;  on  the  shelf  stood  a  half  gallon  of  spirits 
of  turpentine,  a  half  gallon  of  rosin-varnish,  and  a 
dozen  of  flower-pots  new  painted ;  they  stood  on  a 
shelf,  side  by  side,  in  a  loft  on  the  second  story,  on  the 
south  side,  adjoining  the  candle  factory ;  there  was 
only  an  inch  board  between  this  combustible  matter 
and  the  fire;  through  this  board  a  hole  was  burned 
about  twice  the  size  of  a  man's  hand ;  directly  oppo- 
site this  hole  stood  the  combustible  matter  above 
named. 
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The  turpentine  spirits  filled  a  strong  half-gallon  stone 
jug,  corked ;  the  varnish-paint  nearly  filled  a  keg  six 
inches  deep  and  seven  broad ;  the  inouth  of  this  keg 
was  ojpen  (no  covering) ;  next  morning,  when  clearing 
iq:),  I  perceived  the  keg  filled  to  the  brim  with  black 
coals,  being  pieces  of  the  burnt  board,  which  must 
have  droj^ped  into  the  varnish-pot  when  they  were  burn- 
ing coals.  The  pot  was  coated  outside  with  paint  and 
varnish,  which  had  run  over  when  mixing  the  paint. 
This  paint  melted  (it  stood  within  eight  inches  of  the 
burnt  board)  and  ran  down  on  the  shelf,  which  glued 
the  pot  to  the  board  as  soon  as  it  cooled.  The  new- 
painted  pots  were  all  fast  to  the  board  by  the  same 
cause  and  means.  Before  removing  the  pots  I  brought 
in  a  dozen  of  the  neighbors  and  respectable  citizens, 
who  were  viewing  the  ruins,  that  they  might  see  this 
great  sight — a  pot  of  varnish  burned,  yet  not  con- 
sumed. I  let  them  remain  j?a?6<^  as  they  stood,  one  day, 
to  satisfy  the  curiosity  of  thousands  who  called  to  look. 

I  was  insured  in  the  Eagle  Insm-ance  Company :  the 
directors  came  also  to  view  the  scene ;  among  whom 
were  Henry  WyckofF,  Ilenry  Rankin,  and  others,  then 
among  om'  merchant  princes,  now  all  numbered  with 
the  dead.  Twenty  dollars  repaired  the  buildings,  and 
§1200  the  damage  by  water,  on  seeds  and  fixtures  in 
the  store — paid  promptly.  Mr.  Smith  Anderson,  for 
many  years  the  President  of  the  North  Eiver  Bank, 
and  who  is  yet  in  our  midst,  can  testify  to  some  of  these 
particulars. 

John  Edwards,  at  that  time  a  noted  street-preacher, 
professing  the  Quaker  creed,  having  visited  the  premi- 
ses the  day  after  the  fire,  stepped  in  the  store ;  says  he, 
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"  Friend  Grant,  tliee  ought  to  go  in  the  street,  before 
all  these  j^eople,  fall  on  thy  knees,  and  thank  God  for  thy 
deliverance."  Says  I,  "  John,  that  thing  is  better  done 
in  closet,  and  the  door  shut." 

The  death  of  five  persons,  and  other  attending  cir- 
cumstances, brought  people  from  all  quarters  to  visit 
the  spot,  for  many  months  after. 

Another :  About  four  years  ago  I  had  spent  my  last 
shilling,  and  knew  not  where  the  next  w^ould  come 
from.  I  was  walking  up  Broadway,  between  John  and 
Fulton  streets,  when  I  saw  a  half-eagle  lying  on  the 
pavement :  in  a  second  it  was  in  my  pocket,  my  heart 
light  and  thankful. 

Another, — rather  laughable.  I  stepped  in  the  gTeen- 
house  one  morning,  about  three  months  ago.  I  picked 
up  a  small  pot  that  might  hold  a  half  pint  of  earth ;  in 
the  pot  was  a  dear  little  rose-bush,  as  your  daughter 
would  say — a  bud  was  bm'sting  into  flower.  I  land  at 
Peck  Slip,  go  along  Pearl,  and  up  Pine  street  to  the 
office.  "When  coming  through  the  market  I  put  my 
hand  in  my  pocket  to  pay  for  a  peach.  I  found  I  had 
left  my  purse  at  home.  This  gave  me  no  thought, — I 
could  go  tick  for  a  dinner.  I  meant  the  rose-pot  as  a 
present  to  a  young  man  in  my  office,  who  is  courting  a 
very  pretty  girl,  and  I  thought  it  might  give  him  a 
shove  on  the  track  matrimonial.  I  carried  the  pot  in 
my  hand.  In  Pearl,  between  Cedar  and  Pine  sti-eets, 
a  young  man  came  in  my  front.  lie  apj^eared,  from 
his  superfine  pants  and  neat  round  jacket,  like  the 
mate  of  an  Indiaman.  "  Is  that  for  sale  ?"  "  It  is." 
"  The  price  ?"  "  Fifty  cents."  The  plant  was  in  his 
hand,  the  money  in  mine,  m  a  half  minute.     I  smiled 
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when  I  saw  the  dinner^noney  in  mj  hand.  !N^ext  day 
I  brought  another  plant  for  my  young  friend.  I  firmly 
believe  in  the  doctrine  of  a  Particular  Providence.  He 
numbers  the  hairs  on  our  head.  The  fall  of  a  sparrow 
and  the  crash  of  an  empire  are  alike  noticed  by  Him 
whose  eye  is  everywhere. 

Another :  It  is  known  to  all  the  inhabitants  of  the  city 
(comj)aratively  speaking)  that  seventeen  summers  the 
yellow  fever  prevailed.  I  never  left  the  city,  and 
nursed  among  the  sick,  yet  neither  I,  my  wife,  nor  any 
of  my  children  ever  caught  that  disease.  I  had  nine 
in  family. 

I  could  fill  a  small  volume  with  like  instances,  but 
the  following  may  sufiice. 

In  1798  the  yellow  fever  prevailed  to  a  fearful  extent 
in  the  city ;  all  fled  who  were  able,  or  who  had  friends 
in  the  country  to  receive  them  into  their  houses. 

At  that  period  it  was  customary  for  masters  of  in- 
door trades,  as  tailors,  shoemakers,  bookbinders,  &c., 
to  have  all  their  work  done  under  the  same  roof  with 
their  families,  and  often  to  board  such  of  the  journeymen 
as  were  bachelors.  In  many  instances,  one  or  two  of 
these  young  men,  who  did  not  wish  to  leave  the  city, 
would  propose  to  their  employer  when  he  was  about 
shutting  up  the  house : — Leave  out  stufi*,  we  will  work, 
keep  bachelor's-hall,  and  take  care  of  the  house.  In 
general,  this  offer  was  gladly  accepted  by  the  employer. 
But  now  came  the  drawback ; — it  often  happened  they 
were  all  seized  in  one  night,  and  being  unable  to  help 
one  another,  in  some  cases  their  lifeless  bodies  were 
found  before  any  one  knew  of  their  situation.  Many 
valuable  lives  were  lost  by  this  thoughtless  aiTangement. 


272  APPENDIX. 


On  Sabbath,  September  IGtb,  I  was  sent  for  by  three 
young  men,  corner  of  Pine  and  Front  streets,  one  in 
Liberty,  near  Broadway ;  and  on  Monday  to  three  on  the 
corner  of  Dover  and  Water  streets — four  Scotchmen 
and  three  Americans,  all  young  and  esteemed  friends. 
Not  one  was  able  to  give  a  cup  of  cold  water  to  his 
brother  in  distress.  I  got  doctors,  but  money  could  not 
procure  a  nurse.  From  the  25th  of  August  previous, 
I  had  been  among  the  sick  ;  now  my  whole  time  was 
spent  in  these  three  abodes  of  death.  I  had  now  been 
twelve  months  married  to  Kebecca,  and  the  time  of  her 
deliverance  was  at  hand.  Her  mother,  who,  through 
fear  of  death,  was  all  her  life  subject  to  bondage,  fled. 
Rebecca  had  no  fear;  her  heart  was  fixed  where  fear 
never  enters.  At  the  door  of  the  Methodist  Chapel  in 
John  street,  I  engaged  an  aged  widow,  and  a  mother  in 
Israel,  as  a  companion  to  Kebecca%while  I  was  absent 
among  the  sick.  They  slept  in  one  bed  below,  I  up 
stairs,  in  another.  I  was  out  every  night  in  this  fatal 
week,  but  they  knew  it  not.  Flad  they  known  it,  they 
would  have  prevented  my  going.  On  Tuesday,  the 
18th,  two  died  on  the  corner  of  Pine  and  Front  streets; 
next  day  the  third  died.  I  saw  his  corpse  put  in  the 
dead-hearse.  Now  the  house  was  vacant ;  I  locked  the 
door,  went  home  with  the  key,  and  in  six  weeks  there- 
after the  owner  called  and  thanked  me. 

I  stated  above  I  sle^jt  up  stairs.  After  seeing  the 
two  ladies  stowed  away  snug,  kissed  hoth  good-night,  I 
crept  to  my  own  berth,  read  a  chapter,  listened ;  all 
being  quiet,  I  stepped  softly  down  the  hack  stairs  on 
my  stocking-soles ;  got  in  the  same  way  before  they 
were  up  in  the  morning,  so  they  knew  it  not.    Before 
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parting  on  Friday  night  I  saw  symptoms  of  a  crisis.  I 
sat  on  a  chair  and  communed  in  my  heart — am  I  doing 
toy  duty  to  my  wife  ?  If  trouble  comes  to-night,  there 
is  none  to  call  for  help,  not  a  neighbor  in  the  block. 
My  wife  and  the  widow  think  I  am  in  bed.  Should 
they  call,  and  receive  no  answer,  what  will  be  the  issue  ? 
On  the  other  hand,  there  lie  three  dying  mortals ; 
without  the  cuj)  from  my  hand  they  must  perish.  God 
can  time  her  lioiu\  but  except  by  a  miracle,  they  must 
die.  I  rose  on  my  feet  with  excitement.  By  some 
optical  illusion  or  delusion,  or  what,  I  know  not,  I 
saw  her  Heavenly  Father  standing  in  the  centre  of 
my  bedroom  with  outstretched  arms,  ready  to  receive 
her.  With  my  arms  of  faith  I  raised  her  from  the 
couch  and  laid  her  head  on  his  bosom.  "Lord,  take 
care  of  her,"  I  mentally  exclaimed,  and  rushed  down 
stairs.  How  well  he  took  care  of  her  you  will  find  in 
the  next  page. 

That  night  I  spread  a  mattress  on  the  floor,  and 
slept  in  the  same  room  with  two  sick  and  one  dying 
man.  I  had  slept  only  an  hour  or  two  each  night  that 
week :  this  was  Friday.  I  tied  a  cord  round  my  wrist, 
with  the  further  end  to  a  chair  by  the  sick  man's  bed ; 
he  pulled  the  string  when  wanted.  I  could  not  wake 
by  calling.  I  thought  no  more  of  Rebecca  (I  had  left 
her  in  good  hands)  till  day  broke  in  the  morning.  At 
that  hour  the  eldest  patient  died  (they  were  three 
brothers) ;  at  six  a.  m.  I  saw  his  corpse  in  the  hearse ; 
the  other  two  recovered.  The  patient  in  Liberty  street 
recovered  ;  thus  four  died  of  the  seven. 

At  seven  a.  m.  I  got  home,  and  found  all  well ;  hav- 
ing  eat  our  breakfast  with  thankful   hearts,  says  I, 

12^ 
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'*  Kebecca,  it  is  four  weeks  since  I  grasped  the  hammer 
or  blew  the  bellows  (then  I  was  a  wronght-iron  nail- 
maker)  :  I  will  go  to  work  to  put  me  in  sorts,  for  I  am 
nearly  worn  out."  I  came  in  to  dinner  at  twelve  p.m., 
Hebecca  was  smiling,  comfortable  and  happy;  she 
was  fixing  her  ruffles,  <fcc.,  preparatory  for  church — this 
being  on  Satm-day.  ^hile  at  dinner  the  door  was 
opened  without  knocking,  and  in  stepped  Atrs.  Hunter. 
I  started.  Says  I,  "  Mrs.  H.,  are  you  not  afraid  to  come 
in  town,  the  feyer  is  on  the  increase ;  you  have  been 
six  weeks  in  the  country,  and  the  doctors  assert  that 
people  from  the  country  are  more  liable  to  infection 
than  those  liying  in  the  infected  districts  ?"  She  replied, 
"  Whether  it's  for  life  or  death,  I  was  Gomjpelled  to  come 
in.  Thinking  of  Mrs.  Thorburn  by  day,  and  dreaming 
about  her  by  night,  I  haye  had  no  j)eace  in  my  mind 
for  the  week  past."  I  said  we  were  glad  to  see  her, 
and  hoped  no  evil  would  befall  her.  And,  thank  God, 
no  eyil  did  befall  her.  She  stopped  two  weeks  in  my 
house,  returned  to  the  country  in  sound  health,  and  so 
continued  ten  years,  when  she  died. 

Mrs.  Hunter  was  housekeeper  in  the  family  of  Chaiies 
Dickinson,  an  officer  of  the  Eeyolution,  and  went 
with  the  family  to  the  country.  Dickinson's  house  was 
next  to  mine,  hence  the  intimacy  of  Mrs.  H.  with  my 
wife.  My  Methodist  widow  was  the  mother  of  children ; 
Mrs.  H.  was  a  lively  widow  of  forty,"  and  the  mother  of 
three  children ;  thus  both  qualified  to  meet  the  crisis 
at  hand.  Mrs.  H.  joined  issue  at  the  table,  I  returned 
to  my  anvil,  leaving  the  three  matrons  in  lively  con- 
versation. My  dwelling  was  opposite  the  Post-office, 
and  my  workshop  in  Liberty  street,  opposite  Little 
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Green.  I  liad  not  been  forty  minutes  absent  from  my 
dwelling  when  Mrs.  H.  stepped  in  my  shop  door. 
"Run  for  tbe  doctor,  your  wife  is  in  sore  trouble."  He 
lived  in  Park  Place ;  I  rang  the  bell :  "  Is  the  doctor 
home?"  Said  the  servant,  "He  was  buried  this 
morning."  I  found  the  door  of  another,  he  was  in 
bed,  sick :  I  stood  at  a  door  where  dwelt  a  nurse, 
she  had  fled.  I  knocked  at  the  door  of  my  dwell- 
ing; "Mrs.  H.,"  says  I,  "I  can  get  no  lielpP  "Pear 
not,"  she  replied,  "  we  need  no  lieljpP  We  had  only 
one  room,  six  feet  by  ten,  so  there  was  no  room  for 
me  in  that  inn  on  the  present  occasion.  I  walked 
in  Nassau  street  between  Liberty  and  Maiden  Lane 
about  half  an  hour ;  it  was  the  22d  of  September,  sun 
set  at  six;  the  clock  in  the  Middle  Dutch  Church 
struck  the  hour ;  I  saw  a  candle  bm-ning  in  the  room ; 
I  knocked.  "  "Walk  in,"  said  Mrs.  H.,  with  a  cheerful 
voice,  "all  is  over,  and  all  is  well."  I  opened  the 
door;  in  front  of  the  bed,  on  a  small  table,  covered 
with  a  napkin,  stood  a  candle  burning ;  on  a  snow- 
white  pillow  lay  the  head  of  Pebecca ;  on  her  milk- 
white  arm  lay  the  head  of  her  son.  "  Come,"  she  ex- 
claimed, with  one  of  her  sweetest  smiles,  "and  see 
what  I  have  brought  you."  I  stood  fixed  on  the  thresh- 
old for  a  moment ;  at  one  glance  I  saw  that  God  had 
ordered  all  things  well ;  He  held  her  up  till  my  work 
was  done.  At  six  a.  m.,  that  morning,  I  buried  my 
last  patient ;  at  six  p.  m.  Pebecca  was  a  mother. 

Youi'S, 

Grant  Thoebuen. 

P.  S.  These  facts  are  too  good  to  be  lost  to  the  world ; 
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if  doubted,  I  can  prove  every  one  of  them ;  and,  as 
formerly  stated,  my  present  existence  is  not  less  won- 
derful than  any  there  narrated.  I  owe  this  debt  of 
gratitude  to  God  and  my  fellow-men,  and  I  think  it  is 

my  duty  to  see  it  paid  before  I  die. 

G.  T. 


THE  END. 


f 
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